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CHAPTER    XVIII 

A  CRISIS 

'  He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 
Or  his  desert  is  small, 
Who  dares  not  put  it  to  the  touch, 
To  win,  or  lose  it  all.' 

The  confidences  of  that  day,  which  Camilla,  in  her  hour 
of  joy,  entrusted  to  Sinclair's  unwilling  ear,  made  a  sen- 
sible difiference  in  their  relations.  Camilla  showed  no 
wish  to  recede  from  the  intimacy  which  such  confidences 
implied.  She  felt  Sinclair  to  be  her  friend,  and  evidently 
wished  him  to  consider  himself  such.  She  trusted  his 
judgment ;  she  appealed  to  him  for  advice ;  she  relied 
on  his  opinion.  Having  once  broken  the  ice  about  her 
engagement,  she  naturally  talked  much  of  the  subject  of 
which  her  thoughts  were  full,  of  the  man  who  was  now 
the  master  of  her  heart.  Their  greater  intimacy  con- 
vinced Sinclair  that  Camilla  was  thoroughly  in  love 
1    VOL.  II.  B 
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with  Philip  Ambrose.  It  was  equally  clear  that  she 
was  altogether  in  the  dark  as  to  his  real  character. 
Sinclair  had  by  this  time  convinced  himself  that  it 
would  be  a  cruel  act  of  disloyalty  to  leave  her  unde- 
ceived; none  the  less  was  he  certain  that  she  would 
resent  the  disillusion  :  she  would  regard  the  hand  that 
brought  it  as  an  enemy's.  Nor  would  Sinclair  be  able 
to  conceal  from  her  any  more  than  from  himself  the 
mixed  character  of  his  motives.  He  was  anything  but 
a  disinterested  adviser,  on  the  contrary,  the  advice  was 
of  the  supremest  personal  interest  to  himself.  He 
was  firmly  resolved  on  the  enterprise,  but  it  was  a 
desperate  venture,  a  forlorn  hope.  He  would  speak, 
but  his  words  would,  a  persistent  instinct  forewarned 
him,  lead  to  certain  disaster.  This  sweet,  gentle 
creature,  who,  with  the  confidence  of  an  innocent  mind, 
was  pressing  her  friendship  on  him  and  asking  for  his, 
was  capable,  he  felt  certain,  of  a  very  different  mood ; 
and  that  mood  would  reveal  itself  the  moment  that  she 
felt  her  love  called  in  question,  her  loyalty  assailed,  her 
ideal  of  honour  endangered.  So  Sinclair  grew  very 
much  afraid,  and,  as  courageous  men  do  when  fear 
besets  them,  rushed  blindly  to  his  fate.  The  oppor- 
tunity  presented   itself  a   night  or   two  before   their 


XVIII  A  CRISIS  3 

journey's  end.  There  had  been  a  group  of  idlers  on 
the  upper  deck,  watching  the  great  volumes  of  phos- 
phoric light  go  streaming  by.  One  by  one  the  onlookers 
had  departed,  and  the  two  found  themselves  alone. 
Camilla,  too,  rose  to  go,  but  Sinclair  stopped  her.  *  Stay,' 
he  said, '  I  have  something  to  tell  you,  and  I  can  conceal 
it  no  longer.  I  fear  saying  it  as  I  have  never  feared 
anything  before,  because  I  am  risking  your  esteem.' 

'  No,'  said  Camilla  ;  '  I  feel  no  fear  of  that — what  is 
your  confession  about  ?  I  feel  confident  that  you  can 
tell  me  nothing  of  yourself  that  will  endanger  our 
friendship.' 

*  But  it  does  endanger  our  friendship,'  said  the  other; 
'  it  will  probably  ruin  it.  I  am  going  to  ask  you  to  do 
what  the  world  will  condemn  and  society  deride — what 
you  will,  at  first,  think  wrong — what  is  wrong,  except 
for  the  higher,  special  reasons  which  make  it  right,  of 
which  we  must  judge  for  ourselves.'  Camilla  rose  from 
her  chair  with  a  gesture  of  terrified  surprise.  The 
colour  had  left  her  cheeks.  Then  she  turned  as  if  to 
confront  a  suddenly  disclosed  foe.  '  I  dare  say,'  Sinclair 
went  on,  '  that  you  will  resent  it  as  a  blunder  and  an 
insult.  You  will  condemn  it  as  a  crime.  But  here  is 
the  truth.     I  love  you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart.     I 
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would  die  to  serve  you.  I  know  your  character.  I 
know  that  I  could  make  you  happy.  I  ivill  make  you 
happy  if  you  will  give  me  the  chance.  More — I  know 
what  a  tremendous  thing  it  is  to  say,  and  I  say  it 
advisedly — I  will  save  you  from  unhappiness — from 
certain  misery  and  disappointment.  Believe  me ;  trust 
me  ;  I  claim  the  right  by  the  law  which  bids  us  claim 
our  highest  good,  regardless  of  less  sacred  obligations, 
regardless  of  the  casual,  ignorant  opinion  of  society, 
regardless  of  pain  to  others,  regardless  of  everything  but 
the  passionate  necessity,  such  as  I  now  feel,  to  have 
you  as  my  own.' 

Camilla  felt  a  chill  terror  taking  possession  of  her 
soul,  and  darkness  settling  thick  upon  her.  Here  was 
this  strong  man,  shaken  to  his  very  heart's  core  by 
emotion,  speaking  with  a  positiveness — a  decisive,  im- 
perative tone,  which  implied  full  knowledge  of  the  facts 
— asserting  his  claim  in  a  way  which  carried  a  sort  of 
conviction  of  its  justice — laying  an  injunction  upon 
her  with  an  authority  which  seemed  to  trample  down 
resistance.  She  felt  a  sort  of  cowardly  instinct  that,  if 
he  went  on,  Sinclair  would  convince  her  against  her 
reason,  her  will,  her  very  vow.  The  step,  to  which  he 
was  urging  her,  was  one  which  had  never  crossed  her 
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mind  as  possible,  as  conceivable  :  it  was  base,  her  con- 
science told  her — weak,  faithless,  despicable — humiliat- 
ing even  to  have  thought  of,  degrading,  repulsive,  when 
actually  urged  for  her  acceptance.  She  had  given 
Philip  Ambrose  all  the  treasure  of  her  heart ;  she  had 
consecrated  her  love  with  tender  vows  and  the  pledge  of 
mutual  devotion.  She  was  her  betrothed's,  and  he  was 
hers,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven,  and  no  law,  no  rite  could 
bind  them  by  a  more  indissoluble  tie.  What  meant 
these  threats  of  unhappiness  with  which  Sinclair  sought 
to  terrify  her  into  compliance  with  a  dishonourable 
request?  Unhappiness  indeed?  Where  for  her  was 
peace  and  happiness  to  be  found  but  with  the  man  who 
was  master — unquestioned  master — of  her  heart  ?  Aban- 
don him  ?  abandon  the  vows,  the  prayers,  the  conse- 
cration of  body  and  soul,  the  dreams  of  bliss,  in  which, 
far  more  than  in  her  outward  surroundings,  she  had  for 
months  past  been  living — the  bliss  now  almost  within 
her  grasp?  What  madman  was  it  that  breathed  the 
monstrous  suggestion  to  her  ear? 

'You  were  right.  Major  Sinclair,'  she  said,  'in  one 
thing ;  I  resent  your  proposal  as  an  insult — the  greatest, 
the  worst  that  could  be  offered  to  me — an  invitation  to 
degrade  myself  by  an  act  of  perfidy  to  the  man  whose 
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love  is  all  I  care  for  in  the  world.  Our  friendship — it 
can  never  have  deserved  the  name — is  at  an  end.  I 
beg  you  leave  me.' 

*  I  can  never  leave  you/  said  Sinclair  ;  '  do  what  you 
will,  I  shall  claim  you  as  mine  by  a  higher  right  than 
any  that  can  be  urged  by  society  or  forged  by  law — the 
right  of  a  nature  like  mine,  which  finds  a  nature  which 
he  can  understand,  with  every  movement  of  which  he 
can  sympathise,  whose  aspirations  are  his,  which  is  his 
— as  you  are  mine — by  the  supreme  right  of  absolute 
devotion.  Whatever  becomes  of  you  and  of  me — I  shall 
worship  you  with  my  dying  breath.' 

'  I  am  defenceless,'  said  the  other.  '  You  might  spare 
me.     How  can  you  bear  to  ask  me  to  break  faith  ?' 

'  It  is  no  breach  of  faith,'  said  Sinclair,  '  to  do  what 
I  ask  you — no  breach  to  recall  a  promise  made  blindly 
in  the  dark,  in  ignorance  of  the  truth,  in  ignorance  of 
what  your  promise  means,  and  of  the  man  to  whom 
you  made  it.  Eecall  it,  for  God's  sake,  while  yet  you 
can.  I  bid  you  do  it.  Be  the  responsibility  mine. 
I  am  certain  I  am  right.' 

*And  I,'  said  Camilla,  'am  certain  that  you  are 
wrong.  I  know  not,  nor  care  to  know,  the  meaning  of 
the  disparagement  that  you  are  cruel,  cowardly  enough 
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to  insinuate  against  an  absent  man — my  husband,  as 
he  is  in  the  sight  of  God  though  not  in  yours.  Be  his 
faults  what  they  may,  he  is  mine  for  better  or  worse, 
and  I  am  his  ;  I  am  certain  of  his  love,  and  he  of  mine. 
Your  threats  and  hints  but  make  me  long  for  the  moment 
when  he  will  be  at  hand  to  protect  me  from  outrage.' 

Camilla's  cruel  words  were  cutting  into  Sinclair's 
very  soul,  but  he  gave  no  sign  of  suffering. 

*As  you  prize  your  own  happiness  and  mine,'  he 
said,  in  tones  of  solemn  persistency — *  as  you  care  to 
save  your  life  from  ruin  and  mine  from  misery,  think  of 
it  but  till  to-morrow.  Give  me  one  night  to  hope.  By 
the  God  above  us,  who  sees  our  hearts  and  knows  if 
I  am  speaking  true,  I  conjure  you  to  let  me  save  you. 
Think  of  it  but  till  to-morrow.' 

'  I  will  harbour  no  such  mad  and  guilty  thought  for 
an  instant,'  cried  Camilla ;  '  why  persist  in  tormenting 
me  ?     I  implore  you  to  leave  me.' 

*  God  help  us  both,  then,'  said  Sinclair  in  a  solemn 
tone  that  lived  in  Camilla's  ear  for  ever  after. 

He  was  gone.  Camilla  was  alone.  She  sat  on  the 
now  deserted  deck  in  the  silence  of  the  night  and  tried 
to  rally  her  forces,  mental  and  spiritual,  after  that 
dreadful  encounter  with  the  passion-shattered,  implor- 
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ing  man  who  had  just  left  her.  She  had  repelled  him 
with  indignation ;  she  had  laughed  to  scorn  alike  his 
entreaties  and  his  threats ;  and  she  had  been  right. 
Still  his  strong  will  and  impassioned  earnestness  had 
told  upon  her.  She  was  still  trembling  with  excite- 
ment ;  but,  as  the  excitement  died  away,  there  loomed 
in  the  horizon  a  dreadful  misgiving — an  agonising 
doubt.  What  was  it  that  Sinclair  knew  about  her 
future  husband  that  made  him  so  certain,  that  gave 
such  alarming  distinctness  to  his  threats  ?  He  was  no 
random  talker,  Camilla  knew  full  well.  What  meant 
that  vehement,  positive  prediction  of  unhappiness  ? 
What  had  meant,  all  through  the  voyage,  his  persistent 
refusal  to  respond  to  her  invitation  to  enlighten  her  as 
to  Philip's  character?  It  meant  something,  she  had 
always  kno^vn.  Now  the  fact  was  staring  her  in  the 
face.  Sinclair  was  certain  that  she  would  be  miserable, 
and  his  opinion  was  one  which,  but  an  hour  ago,  she 
valued  almost  beyond  any  one's  in  the  world.  It  has 
a  terrifpng  thought ;  her  vehement  resistance  to  it  was 
reaUy  terror.  She  knew  that  she  had  pronounced  the 
doom  of  Sinclair's  happiness.  An  awful  misgiving  shot, 
with  a  sudden  pang,  into  her  mind,  whether  she  had 
not  pronounced  her  own. 


CHAPTEE    XIX 

GOLDEN   DAYS 

'  Ah,  the  joyous  days 
Of  innocence,  when  Lore  was  Queen  in  Heaven, 
And  Nature  unreprored !    Break  they  there  stiU, 
Those  azure  circles  on  a  golden  shore  ? 
Smiles  there  no  glade  upon  the  older  Earth 
When,  spite  of  all, — gray  wisdom  and  new  gods — 
Young  lovers  dream  within  each  other's  arms. 
Silent,  hy  shadowy  grove,  or  sunlit  sea  ? ' 

OxE  morning  the  state  of  things  on  deck  bespoke  an 
impending  break  in  the  monotony  to  which,  for  some 
weeks  past,  Camilla  and  her  fellow-voyagers  had  been 
growing  accustomed.  For  several  days  an  unusual 
painting,  cleaning,  and  furbishing-up  had  been  in  pro- 
gress. Xow  the  hatchways  were  opened,  donkey-engines 
were  plying  their  noisy  task,  and  huge  piles  of  caigo 
and  baggage  were  emerging  from  the  cavernous  depths 
below.  A  new  excitement  stirred  the  Kttle  com- 
munitv  fi-om  its   habitual   attitude  of  lansnid  endur- 
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ance.  The  ship  went  on,  ploughing  its  way  through  a 
tranquil  sea,  but  tranquillity  no  longer  reigned  among 
its  denizens,  least  of  all  in  Camilla's  mind.  Tedious 
as  the  voyage  had  been,  its  tedium  seemed,  in  her 
present  agitated  mood,  a  welcome  refuge  from  the 
excitements  and  anxieties  of  such  an  arrival  as  hers 
would  be.  She  had  longed  for  it;  yet  she  could  not 
bring  herself  to  feel  about  it  otherwise  than  as  some- 
what formidable.  It  was  becoming  alarmingly  near, 
and  Camilla's  soul  was  never  proof  against  alarms. 
As  the  day  wore  on,  telescopes  were  in  request,  and 
before  noon  it  was  announced  from  the  look-out  over- 
head that  land  was  in  sight.  That  dull  horizon,  which 
for  so  long  had  been  a  sort  of  unmeaning  limit  to  the 
field  of  vision,  suddenly  became  full  of  the  keenest 
interest.  In  another  hour  the  low  Ccerulean  coast  rose 
slowly  into  sight,  and  Camilla's  heart  gave  a  bound  as 
the  outlines  of  her  future  home  began  to  reveal  them- 
selves distinctly.  She  had  always  felt  a  nervous  appre- 
hension of  meetings,  however  little  really  formidable; 
but  now  what  a  meeting  awaited  her !  The  change  from 
a  lover  in  one  hemisphere  to  a  husband  in  another  was 
a  tremendous  transition.  What  woman  was  it  that  first 
summoned  courage  for  such  an  undertaking?     Whose 
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was  the  first  audacious  soul  that  dared  it?  Did  not 
love  itself,  the  most  timid  of  entities,  shudder  at  the 
proximity  of  such  an  ordeal?  A  world  of  strange 
people,  and  strange  sights ;  all  the  familiar  surroundings 
of  existence  separated  by  an  ocean's  width ;  every  trace 
of  home  obliterated — a  new  world,  and — a  new  life — and, 
newest  and  most  terrific  of  all  sensations — a  husband. 
The  man  to  whom  a  woman's  love  is  promised  should 
be  ever  close  at  hand  to  reassure  her  that  she  has  pro- 
mised aright.  It  was  months  since  Camilla  had  seen 
Philip  Ambrose,  and  in  those  months  the  old  misgivings 
had  sometimes  haunted  her.  They  gathered  strength 
as  time  went  on,  and  the  final  moment,  when  her  de- 
cision would  become  irretrievable,  was  now  close  at 
hand.  The  terrible  scene  with  Sinclair,  bravely  and 
promptly  as  she  had  met  it  so  far  as  his  advances 
were  concerned,  had  left  a  deep  impression,  and  would 
not  be  so  summarily  dismissed  from  Camilla's  thoughts. 
It  was  terrifying  to  have  her  original  doubts  reinforced 
by  Sinclair's  certainties ;  and  with  what  certainty,  what 
terrible  decisiveness,  he  had  assured  her  that  her  pre- 
sent step  would  be  an  irreparable  blunder.  With  what 
imperative  earnestness  he  had  urged  upon  her  a  step 
which,  strong  as  was  his   personal   interest   in   it,  he 
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would  not,  Camilla  felt  conscious,  have  counselled  with- 
out a  positive  conviction  of  its  justice  and  wisdom. 
What  did  Sinclair  know  or  believe,  that  made  him  con- 
fident of  his  right  to  advise  Camilla  to  break  off  her 
engagement  ?  She  had  dismissed  him  summarily ;  but 
it  was  not  so  easy  to  dismiss  the  anxious  questionings 
which  his  conduct  had  suggested.  She  had  bound  him 
to  silence,  and  she  knew  that  her  wish  in  this  respect 
would  be  law.  There  was  a  still,  small  voice,  however, 
that  would  not  be  silenced,  and  which  whispered  that 
his  warnins:  was  a  wise  one.  So  Camilla  stood  at  the 
vessel's  side  and  watched.  The  coast  was  growing 
clearer ;  the  dingy,  low-lying  buildings  of  Windipatam 
were  distinguishable;  quaintly -rigged  sailing  vessels 
began  to  hover  around ;  the  vessel  rolled  and  pitched  in 
the  long  ground-swell :  presently  the  engines  stopped ; 
a  little  horde  of  native  boats  settled,  like  a  flock  of  sea- 
birds,  around  the  arrested  leviathan.  In  another  minute 
Philip  came  pushing  his  way  through  the  crowd.  His 
eager,  joyous  look  and  tender  greeting  put  all  Camilla's 
doubts  to  flioht. 

Then  began  a  period  during  which  Camilla  seemed 
to  herself,  then  and  afterwards,  half-dazed  with  excite- 
ment.    She  was  too  frightened  and  agitated  to  collect 
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her  thoughts — to  gauge  her  feelings,  to  review  her 
position,  to  recede  from  it,  even  if  she  had  wished  to  do 
so.  All  that  could  be  done  was  to  go  on  as  boldly,  or 
at  least  with  as  little  exhibition  of  cowardice,  as  the 
nature  of  the  case  allowed.  She  retained,  in  after  times, 
a  dreadful  recollection  of  a  crowd  of  strange  faces,  of 
innumerable  introductions,  of  the  solemn  moment  when 
her  husband  and  she  pledged  their  mutual  vows  before 
God  and  man ;  of  the  toast  with  which  ^Ir.  Chichele, 
who  acted  for  the  occasion  as  her  guardian,  bade  them 
God  speed  on  their  journey  that  day  begun.  It  was  a 
comfort  when  it  was  all  over,  and  Camilla  found  herself 
at  the  end  of  her  journeyings  and  of  her  excitements,  in 
her  own  house  and  alone  with  her  husband.  One  of 
her  life's  ideals  had  shaped  itself  into  actual  existence. 
The  rose  was  plucked.  Her  lot  was  chosen  :  hencefor- 
ward doubt  or  fear  would  be  not  only  a  folly  but  a 
crime. 

Nor  was  there  any  room  for  doubt  or  fear  in  Camilla's 
happy  soul.  Joy,  hope,  and  courage  lit  it  up  with  a 
serene  radiance.  She  was  tired  in  mind  and  body ;  she 
had  passed  through  a  long  period  of  excitement,  disturb- 
ance, moral  and  physical  fatigue.  At  last  she  was  at 
rest,  blissful  rest — rest  too  perfect  for  its  blissfulness  to 
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be  questioned.  She  had  felt,  all  her  life,  an  ardent  long- 
ing for  happiness  ;  now  happiness  of  an  intenser  order 
had  come  to  her,  and  Camilla  met  it  with  joyful  grati- 
tude and  gaiety  of  heart.     How  should  she  not  be  gay  ? 

A  load  had  been  lifted  from  her  spirits,  always  till 
now  weighed  down  by  adverse  surroundings.  She  had 
her  heart's  desire — desired,  in  vague,  fond  expectation, 
through  patient  years  of  waiting.  She  had  loved  some 
one  in  thought,  and  had  endowed  him  with  all  lovable 
qualities  from  the  rich  treasure-house  of  her  generous 
and  ardent  mind.  Xow  the  well-beloved  one  sat  at  her 
side — a  living  reality — and  told  her  with  sweet  words 
and  tender  acts  that  her  gift  of  love  had  not  been 
lavished  on  an  unworthy  recipient. 

Philip  made  a  perfect  lover.  He  was  greatly  in 
love  ;  and  nothing  was  easier,  more  natural,  more  de- 
lightful than  to  let  his  love  bespeak  itself  in  what 
utterances  it  would.  His  mood  attuned  itself  instinct- 
ively, by  a  natural  tact,  to  that  in  which  his  wife  would 
wish  him  to  be.  He  knew  the  things  which  pleased 
her,  and  those  were  the  things,  just  now,  that  pleased 
him  most,  and  about  which  alone  he  cared  to  think  and 
feel.  So  Camilla  found  him  delightfully  congenial  and 
sympathetic, — set  up  her  little  domestic  altar  of  hero- 
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worship,  and,  in  half  -  ecstatic  adoration,  bowed  her 
sweet,  pure  brow  before  it.  She  brought  to  it  many  a 
votive  gift  and  fragrant  offering  of  pious  incense. 
Along  with  all  her  lofty  theories,  and  the  sacred 
glamour  with  which  she  invested  every  phase  of  life — 
love   and   marriacje   amonojst   the  rest — there  was  in 

o  o 

Camilla's  temperament  a  fine,  warm,  joyous  pulse  of 
womanhood,  which  swayed  her  with  a  sudden  emotion, 
and  spoke  with  clear,  spontaneous  accents  when  the 
promptings  of  reason  were  indistinct. 

The  female  angel,  as  seen  among  mankind,  must,  in 
order  to  be  perfect,  have  in  her  a  strong  vein  of 
humanity,  and  lapse  occasionally  from  the  angelic. 
Camilla  felt  this  human  pulse  beat  strong  and  fast. 
Once  she  miglit  have  theorised  about  Philip  and  criti- 
cised him  ;  but  she  was  a  woman ;  and  an  instinct  more 
cogent  than  any  theory,  clearer  than  any  critical  faculty, 
now  told  her  how  dearly  she  loved  him. 

'You  were  right,  indeed,  dearest  father,'  she  wrote  to 
]\Ir.  Ambrose,  *  and  counselled  me  well.  My  life's  grati- 
tude is  yours  for  that  wise  counsel.  I  am  very,  very 
happy.' — '  And  so,'  added  her  husband's  hand,  *  and  so  is 
Phil — a  thousand  times  happier  than  he  ever  hoped  to 
be — a  million  times  happier  than  he  deserves.' 
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Philip  gave  the  letter  back  to  his  wife  with  its 
affectionate  postscript. 

'  There,'  he  said,  '  that  will  gladden  the  dear  old 
father's  heart.  Now  let  us  go  out  and  sit  in  the 
shade,  and  you  shall  read  to  me,  Camilla  ;  we  are 
both  in  the  mood  for  it.  Here  is  Julia's  pretty  speech 
in  the  Two  Gentlemen  of  Verona — you  would  act  it  to 
perfection.' 

And  so  Camilla  read  : 

'  * '  The  more  thou  clam'st  it  up,  the  more  it  burns  ; 
The  current,  that  with  gentle  murmur  glides, 
Thou  know'st,  being  stopped,  impatiently  doth  rage  ; 
But,  when  his  fair  course  is  not  hindered, 
He  makes  sweet  music  with  the  enamell'd  stones, 
Giving  a  gentle  kiss  to  every  sedge 
He  overtaketh  in  his  pilgrimage  ; 
And  so  by  many  winding  nooks  he  strays, 
"With  willing  sport,  to  the  wild  ocean. 
Then  let  me  go,  and  hinder  not  my  course  : 
I'll  be  as  patient  as  a  gentle  stream. 
And  make  a  pastime  of  each  weary  step. 
Till  the  last  step  has  brought  me  to  my  love  ; 
And  there  I'll  rest,  as,  after  much  turmoil, 
A  blessed  soul  doth  in  Elysium." 

'  I  feel  very  tired,'  said  Camilla,  as  she  shut  up  the 
book  and  leant  back,  with  closed  eyes,  against  the  tree 
behind  her,  '  and  this  is  very  restful.  I  believe  I  am 
myself  in  a  sort  of  Elysium.' 
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So  the  golden  days  floated  smoothly  away,  each  with 
its  own  new  joy.  But  Camilla's  honeymoon,  enchant- 
ing as  she  felt  it  to  be,  was  not  destined  to  pass  with- 
out that  touch  of  imperfection  from  which  not  even  the 
most  perfect  chapters  of  human  life  are  exempt.  A 
single  disagreeable  incident — and  that  almost  too  un- 
substantial to  be  reckoned  an  incident  at  all — passed 
like  a  cloud  across  its  summer  sky  and  marred  the  com- 
pleteness of  its  charm  in  Camilla's  recollection.  One 
afternoon,  weary  with  a  long  morning's  ride,  she  lay 
reading  on  the  sofa.  More  exhausted  than  she  knew, 
she  closed  her  book,  and  was  presently  asleep.  What 
demon  of  disorder  is  it  that  rules  the  chaos  of  our  sleep- 
ing hours  and  shapes  the  fierce  chemistry  of  our  dreams, 
as  De  Quincey  calls  it,  to  absurd,  incongruous,  shocking 
results  ?  Of  what  unsuspected  materials  are  they  com- 
pounded ?  From  what  dark  corner  of  memory  do  they 
spring?  Be  the  cause  what  it  might,  Camilla  had  a 
horrid  dream,  and  one  that  nothing  which  had  con- 
sciously passed  in  her  mind  of  late  could  at  all  explain. 
For  long  she  had  never  thought  of  Sinclair.  The  excite- 
ment of  her  new  life,  its  real  happiness,  had  driven  from 
her  mind  alike  the  misgivings  of  the  voyage  and  the 

event  which  had  given  those  misgivings  their  acutest 
VOL.  IL  C 


18  THE  CCERULEANS  chap. 

form.  In  the  circle  of  her  present  thoughts  and  wishes 
there  was  no  space  for  him.  She  wished  it  to  be  so ; 
she  rejoiced  that  it  was  so.  She  had  banished  him 
effectually  from  among  the  topics  of  her  daily  thought. 
She  had  resolved  to  forget  him,  and  she  had  achieved 
her  resolution.  Yet  he  entered  now  and  sat  beside  h6r, 
as  so  often  on  board  ship.  His  presence  blotted  out  all 
that  had  subsequently  happened.  Her  husband,  her 
marriage,  her  married  life,  her  married  happiness — dis- 
appeared into  the  limbo  of  the  indistinct — effaced,  as  it 
were,  by  a  more  vivid  presence.  Sinclair  sat  beside  her 
once  more,  and  was  speaking  in  low,  impassioned  terms, 
imploring,  warning,  commanding  her.  His  face  was 
solemn  with  the  pathos  of  earnestness.  His  frame  was 
shaken  with  passion ;  his  voice  trembled ;  his  words 
were  the  same  as  they  had  been  before,  terrifying  in 
their  vehemence — the  vehemence  of  an  impassioned 
seer,  who  seeks  in  vain  to  warn  his  hearers  against  the 
doom,  revealed  to  his  eye,  but  hidden  from  theirs.  And 
this  time  Camilla's  power  of  will  was  gone ;  she  strove 
to  speak,  but  no  word  would  come  in  obedience  to  her 
effort.  Sinclair  approached  her,  stood  by  her — earnest, 
solenm,  pathetic  as  ever. 

'  Kecall  it,  for  God's  sake,'  he  seemed  to  say,  '  I  im- 
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plore  you,  while  you  can.  I  bid  you  do  it.  Be  the 
responsibility  mine.     I  am  certain  I  am  right.' 

Still  Camilla  could  neither  speak  nor  move.  Sinclair 
stretched  his  hand  to  take  hers.  He  touched  her,  and 
the  spell  was  broken.  Camilla  started  back  with  a 
scream,  and  awoke  shuddering,  wretched,  exhausted 
with  her  journey  to  the  land  of  dreams.  Philip  came 
runnincr  in  from  the  next  room.     He  found  his  wife 

o 

fevered — agitated — labouring,  evidently,  imder  some 
strong  excitement.  Camilla  looked  at  him,  still  half  in 
terror.  Never  had  she  seemed  so  tender,  so  appealing, 
so  in  need  of  help.     She  took  his  hand  fondly. 

*  I  have  had  such  a  dreadful  dream,'  she  said  ;  '  bring 
your  book,  dear,  and  sit  by  me.  I  am  afraid  to  be 
alone.' 

Philip  brought  his  book  and  read  her  a  story.  But 
Camilla,  as  she  lay  and  listened,  or  seemed  to  listen, 
was  haunted  by  the  phantasm  of  her  morning's  dream, 
and  puzzled  herself  with  disagreeable  conjectures  as  to 
the  cause  and  meaning  of  the  visionary  intruder  upon 
the  sacred  isolation  of  her  honeymoon. 


CHAPTEE    XX 

SIR  THEOPHILUS  IN   DIFFICULTIES 

Shephards  of  people  have  need  know  the  Calendars  of  Tempests, 
which  are  commonly  greatest  when  things  grow  to  equality ;  as  natural 
tempests  are  greatest  about  the  sequinoctia. ' 

While  thus  the  course  of  married  love  was  flowing 
pleasantly  along  with  Philip  Ambrose  and  his  bride, 
Sir  Theophilus  Prance's  political  horizon  had  been 
growing  menacingly  dark.  His  triumphal  chariot's 
wheels  were  driving  heavily.  Like  other  objects  of 
too  impulsive  devotion,  young  India  had  been  growing 
inconveniently  exacting.  The  glib  phrases,  which  at 
one  time  had  delighted  audience  and  speaker  alike, 
had  ceased  to  charm.  Prance  had  read  in  Bacon  that 
'  the  politic  and  artificial  nourishing  of  hopes '  is  a  good 
antidote  against  the  power  of  discontentments ;  and  he 
had  found  the  specific  to  be  effectual.  He  had  led  his 
willing  flock  from  one  pleasant  pasture  of  expectancy 
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to  another  ;  each  prospect  had  been  more  delightful 
than  the  last.  All  had  gone  well,  so  long  as  the  sheep 
were  contented  with  the  faint  enjoyments  of  anticipa- 
tion ;  while  they  would  browse  where  they  were  told, 
and  shepherd  and  flock  were  agreed  as  to  the  still 
waters  by  which  they  should  wander  and  the  heights 
which  it  was  desirable  for  them  to  scale.  But  then 
had  come  a  day  when  roseate  prospects  would  no  longer 
suffice — when  the  sheep  showed  a  temper,  a  taste,  and 
a  decided  intention  of  their  own,  and  sorely  perturbed 
their  kind  shepherd  by  a  certain  waywardness  of  con- 
duct for  which  he  was  entirely  unprepared. 

Pledges,  like  curses,  come  home  to  roost,  and  Sir 
Theophilus's  pledges  had  been  numerous  and  strong, 
and  refused  to  get  on  their  perch  and  sit  quiet,  as  a 
well-regulated  domestic  fowl  should.  On  the  contrary, 
they  asserted  their  claims  with  an  insistance  which 
could  neither  be  circumvented  nor  ignored.  Sir  Theo- 
philus  felt  that  the  world  was  not  going  as  it  should — 
as  it  would  have  gone,  had  he  had  the  disposing  of  it. 
Several  pretty  theories  had  dissolved  in  the  rude,  garish 
light  of  practical  experience.  Several  panaceas  had 
proved  ineffectual :  Expectations  had  been  dashed ; 
Hope  itself  had  ceased  to  be  hopeful;   common  dis- 
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appointments  had  ended  in  mutual  recriminations. 
The  free  press,  whose  praises  Prance  had  been  wont 
to  proclaim  so  confidently  as  an  inexhaustible  source 
of  national  beatitude,  had  revealed  itself  in  an  unex- 
pected light  as  the  uncompromising  assailant  of  its 
panegyrist  whenever  it  chanced  to  be  his  fate — as  it 
now  not  unfrequently  was — to  cross  the  good  pleasure 
of  the  writer.  Upon  no  topic  had  Sir  Theophilus 
dilated  with  greater  enthusiasm  than  on  the  value  of 
public  meetings  as  a  means  of  political  education,  and 
as,  at  once,  demonstrating  and  forming  the  popular  will. 
It  was  in  this  robust  school,  he  had  often  told  admiring 
audiences,  that  Englishmen  had  learnt  the  lessons  of 
freedom  and  the  arts  by  which  freedom  is  maintained. 
Acting  on  these  suggestive  observations,  the  youth  of 
the  province — the  noisy,  the  restless,  the  possessors  of 
a  grievance  or  the  champions  of  a  cause — organised 
assemblies,  at  which  nothing  was  wanting  in  numbers, 
rhetoric,  or  unanimity  that  could  make  a  public  meeting 
all  that  an  enthusiast  would  wish  to  have  it.  Much  was 
said  on  these  occasions  that  Sir  Theophilus  excessively 
disapproved;  but  the  first  hint  of  disapproval  would, 
he  well  knew,  be  the  signal  for  still  more  outspoken 
expressions.     In  former  days  the  fact  of  his  disapproval 
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would  have  been  a  cogent  influence  to  guide  opinion  in 
an  opposite  direction ;  now  it  merely  lent  zest  to  the 
enjoyment  incidental  to  a  startling  theory  or  a  para- 
doxical conclusion.     The  wise,  sober,  influential  men 
of  other  days,  whose  example  and  advice  were  always 
available  on  the  side  of  order,  had  lost  their  hold  upon 
a  generation  which  had  broken  with  the  past  and  its 
traditions  of  moderation   and  good  sense.     Sir  Theo- 
philus  still  floated  on  a  wave  of  popularity;  but  he 
knew  the  frailty  of  the  power  which  held  him  there, 
and  the  fickleness  of  the  allies  on  whose  help  he  was 
driven  to  depend.     For  men   of  weight,  he  was   dis- 
agreeably conscious — Native  and  European  alike — were 
holding  aloof  from  him.     He  had  welcomed  isolation, 
when  isolation  meant  a  monopoly  of  Fortune's  shining 
hour — when  he  stood  alone  because  none  shared  the 
compliments,  the  caresses,  the  laudatory  extravagances 
which  graced  him  as  the  popular  favourite.     Solitude 
was  less  agreeable  when  there  might  be  graver  business 
on  hand  than  the  exchange  of  mutual  congratulations — 
less  agreeable,  and,  possibly,  less   safe.     So   poor   Sir 
Theophilus,  it  may  be  believed,  was  not  without  his 
anxieties ;  nor  were  they  likely  to  be  lessened  by  the 
consideration   that   ambition's  journey,  like   the  path 
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across  some  Alpine  slope,  leads,  not  unfrequently,  to 
a  crisis,  at  which  advance  is  perilous  and  retreat  im- 
possible. 

Camilla  soon  learnt  that  the  India  of  real  life  is 
something  very  different  from  that  figured  in  Prance's 
speeches  or  the  magazine  articles,  in  v^hich  his  visitors 
recorded  their  impressions — something  very  different, 
and  which  appealed  far  more  effectually  to  her  imagina- 
tion, interest,  and  conscience.  She  found  herself,  for 
the  first  time,  in  a  community  where  every  one  was 
hard  at  work — work  which  formed  part,  however  insig- 
nificant, of  a  beneficent  enterprise.  The  nobility  of  the 
task  seemed  to  throw  a  sort  of  moral  grandeur  over 
lives  that  might  otherwise  have  been  commonplace  and 
even  ignoble  in  their  dulness.  Unconscious  as  many 
of  them  were  of  the  process,  it  infused  an  earnestness,  a 
reality,  a  purposeful  steadiness  of  aim,  into  the  character 
of  the  men  who  took  part  in  it.  Mr.  Chichele  she 
found — despite  his  air  of  polished  calm — to  be  tre- 
mendously interested  in  his  work.  Mr.  Montem,  with 
whom  Camilla  speedily  formed  a  hearty  friendship,  hid 
under  his  rough  exterior  and  biting  phrases  a  serious 
concern  for  the  wellbeing  of  the  silent  millions  around 
him,  and  a  real  kindliness  to  those  of  them  who  crossed 
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his  path,  which — greatly  as  he  would  have  resented 
the  description — amounted  to  very  substantial  philan- 
thropy. 

'You  are  fond  of  books,'  he  said  to  her  one  day. 
'  If  you  would  like  to  visit  a  curious  library — the  most 
interesting,  I  suspect,  that  you  have  ever  been  in — 
come  with  me  to-morrow,  and  see  what  a  native  gentle- 
man can  be  and  can  do.  He  is  a  great  friend  of  mine. 
I  have  a  prophet's  chamber  in  his  house,  where  he  lets 
me  take  refuge  from  the  world.' 

Camilla  was  delighted  at  the  proposal.  Next  day 
accordingly  they  went ;  and,  leaving  the  trim  Coerulean 
roads  and  bustling,  smoky  bazaars  behind  them,  drove 
away  out  into  the  silent  country,  and  across  long 
stretches  of  level  rice-fields  and  multitudinous,  cluster- 
ing villages,  and  came  at  last  to  where,  by  the  shores 
of  a  historical  river,  a  grand  old  devotee  of  learning 
has  accumulated  the  precious  outcome  of  a  lifetime  of 
skilful,  diligent  and  generous  research.  Their  venerable 
host — standing  like  a  patriarch  with  sons  and  grandsons 
around  him — blind  with  age,  and  his  steps  guided  by 
a  filial  hand,  met  them  at  the  door,  and  welcomed  them 
with  a  courtesy  which  realised  all  that  Camilla  had 
ever  fancied  of  Oriental  grace.     He  responded  promptly 
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to  Camilla's  enthusiasm — told  how,  year  by  year,  and 
decade  by  decade,  the  work  of  accretion  had  gone 
steadily  on;  and  summoned  from  the  strongholds,  where 
they  lay  immured,  many  a  curious  volume  and  precious 
Buddhist  manuscript,  which  his  zeal,  as  a  collector,  had 
gathered  from  the  treasure-rooms  of  Benares  or  Cashmir, 
or  the  monasteries  of  far  Thibet.  The  old  bibliophile 
knew  all  their  histories,  and  laid  a  loving  hand — 
Camilla  fancied — on  each,  as  he  described  it.  Pre- 
sently he  deputed  to  a  son  the  duty  of  guiding  his 
visitors  through  the  long  galleries,  where  thousands  of 
volumes,  on  whose  pages — so  the  contrariety  of  Fate 
had  willed — his  eye  might  never  rest,  stood  ready  for 
the  first  comer — his  gift,  a  noble  one  surely,  to  his 
country.  Camilla  roamed  from  room  to  room  with 
ever-increasing  pleasure,  and  insisted  at  last  on  explor- 
ing the  prophet's  chamber,  to  which  Montem,  who  was 
an  indefatigable  student,  was  accustomed  to  retire  on 
occasions  of  any  more  than  usually  important  literary 
business. 

'  Here,'  he  said,  '  I  am  within  reach  of  every  book 
that  I  can  possibly  want,  and  out  of  the  reach  of 
troublesome  people  who  may  possibly  want  me.  My 
good  host  is  himself  enough  of  a  bookworm  to  know 
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the  value  of  a  safe  retreat ;  and  this  is  a  pleasant  one, 
to  boot,  is  it  not  ? ' 

By  this  time  they  stood  on  the  terrace,  and  watched 
the  great  river  below  them,  ablaze  now  with  the  sudden 
glories  of  the  setting  sun.  The  moon  was  high  over- 
head, and,  even  while  they  sat  and  watched,  the  day 
had  died,  and  a  flood  of  moonlight  as  it  fell  on  the 
wide  expanse  of  water,  and  country  craft  floating  swiftly 
down  the  tide,  and  the  darkening  shore  beyond,  lit  up 
all  with  a  softer  glory. 

'  I  like  this  scene,  and  this  place,'  Camilla  said,  with 
vehemence,  *  better  than  anything  I  have  seen  in  India. 
It  is  all  delightful — the  people  and  the  place.  I  must 
come  myself,  if  I  may,  some  day,  and  make  my  "  re- 
treat "  here.  It  would  do  one  real  good  after  too  long 
a  spell  of  common  life.  Even  now  it  refreshes  me,  and 
the  thought  of  it  will  always  be  refreshing.  For  my 
part,  I  could  die  happy,  if  I  had  created  such  a  little 
oasis  as  this,  for  the  benefit  of  weary  pilgrims  in  times 
to  come.' 

As  they  travelled  home  in  the  moonlight,  under 
long  half-illuminated  arcades  of  over-branching  trees, 
Montem  discoursed  to  his  companion,  much  to  her 
edification,  on  the  scene  which  they  had  been  witness- 
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ing,  and  the  significance  of  it,  and  many  other  like 
scenes,  which,  he  told  her,  lie  open  in  India  to  the 
understanding  eye. 

'  The  worst  of  it  is/  he  said,  *  that  most  of  us  are  too 
hard  at  work,  and  have  neither  leisure  nor  imagination, 
nor  perhaps  a  prompt  sympathy  for  feelings  other  than 
our  own.  The  problem  in  India  is  as  strange  as  ever 
nation  was  called  upon  to  solve.  The  very  newest, 
strongest  wine  is  being  put  into  some  of  the  oldest 
bottles  in  the  world.  Her  connection  with  us  has 
poured  the  fierce  light  of  modern  European  civilisation — 
if  civilisation  is  the  proper  word  for  it — on  an  old-world 
regime — and  venerable  shrine,  and  crumbling  tower, 
and  sacred  rite,  and  family  custom — all  are  tottering 
alike.  To  tell  the  young  Hindu  that  we  are  not  attack- 
ing his  religion  is  true  in  one  sense,  but  delusive  in 
another.  We  create  an  atmosphere  in  which  it  cannot 
breathe.  We  asphyxiate  it  with  science.  We  cannot 
help  ourselves.  We  have  no  choice  between  that  and 
leaving  gross  ignorance  supreme  with  its  train  of  mon- 
strosities. The  rising  generation  is  caught  into  the 
full  swirl  of  the  tide — the  chaos  of  thrones  and  altars — 
which  we  call  modern  Europe.  They  are  impressible, 
and  are,  naturally,  very  much  impressed.     A  crisis  is 
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all  too  likely — the  dangerous  crisis  of  transition.  What 
we  have  to  do  is  to  let  the  patient  face  it  under  as 
favourable  conditions  as  may  be — with  order,  good- 
will, reverence,  self-restraint — all  other  good  things  of 
the  sort  working  in  his  favour,  to  keep  the  political 
atmosphere  pure  and  fresh ;  above  all,  to  prevent  the 
generation  of  political  gases — Sir  Theophilus  and  others 
—which  can  end  only  in  an  explosion.  Do  you  remem- 
ber that  grim  toast  in  the  Vision  of  Sin  ? — 

'  * '  Drink  to  lofty  hopes  that  cool — 
Visions  of  a  perfect  State  : 
Drink  we,  last,  the  public  fool, 
Frantic  love  and  frantic  hate. — " 

Dashed  hopes  and  vain  dreams  of  ideal  perfection — the 
unreal  love  that  sours  quickly  into  hate — imaginary 
cures  for  equally  imaginary  grievances — all  these,  Mrs. 
Ambrose,  form  dangerous  political  material;  and  the 
public  fool,  who  is  always  ready  to  turn  them  to  the 
best  account,  is  one  of  the  most  influential  personages 
in  the  world.  He  has  ruined  some  great  states  and 
dismembered  others  ;  he  endangers  all.  Let  us  hope 
that  he  may  not  prove  his  efficiency  upon  the  British  Eaj.' 
Camilla  had  thoroughly  enjoyed  the  expedition  and 
the  talk.     It  was  not  often,  however,  that  she  could  in- 
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veigle  any  of  her  companions  into  so  serious  a  mood, 
and  she  learnt  by  experience  that,  when  she  had  more 
than  one  of  them  at  a  time  upon  her  hands,  the  attempt 
was  desperate.  There  was  a  sort  of  mutual  encourage- 
ment in  frivolity  which,  even  if  it  amused  her  at  the 
time,  Camilla  secretly  condemned  as  below  the  mark. 
Montem  and  Caro,  she  was  vexed  to  find,  produced  an 
especially  impracticable  combination ;  each  of  them, 
when  alone  with  her,  gave  occasional  glimpses  of  more 
interesting  qualities  than  they  chose  to  reveal  to  man- 
kind at  large ;  but  together  they  were  mere  steel  and 
flint,  and  produced  nothing  but  sparks.  It  was  currently 
believed  in  Ccerulean  circles  that,  when  these  two  got 
together  and  encouraged  each  other  in  daring  flights  of 
speculation,  they  '  made  hay,'  so  to  speak,  of  many  of 
the  generally  received  opinions  of  society  in  a  manner 
which — like  a  dynamite  explosion — made  one  shudder 
to  think  of  even  at  a  distance.  Mrs.  Eashleigh,  despite 
Montem's  serviceable  wisdom  at  her  hospital  committee 
and  Caro's  devotion  in  writing  its  reports,  was  beset  by 
an  awful  misgiving  that  these  two  conspirators  would 
blow  the  world  to  pieces  if  ever  their  views  should  chance 
to  pass  beyond  the  stage  of  theory.  To  Sir  Theophilus, 
however,  and   his  disciples  they  presented  a  front  of 
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unalloyed  conservatism.  Many  were  the  witticisms,  of 
which  in  their  secret  conclaves  his  blunders  and  misfor- 
tunes were  the  butt,  and  fervent  the  unction  with  which 
Montem  was  accustomed  to  point  to  the  stern,  retri- 
butive justice  with  which  popular  impatience  was  now 
requiting  his  unscrupulous  bids  for  popularity. 


CHAPTER    XXI 

THE  LITTLE  RIFT 

'  Love  knows  it  is  a  greater  grief 
To  bear  love's  wi^ong  than  hate's  known  injury.' 

Doubts  and  fears  are  as  -Qiiwelcome  in  love  as  they  are 
in  theology,  and  as  inevitable.  The  soul  that  defends 
its  portals  against  their  inroad  becomes,  from  the  very 
effort  of  the  combat,  only  the  more  intensely  conscious 
of  their  presence  and  their  force ;  temporary  victory  is 
merely  the  prelude  of  completer  ultimate  defeat.  The 
besieging  force  may  experience  a  check,  but  only  to 
renew  the  attack  with  greater  numbers  and  a  heavier 
cannonade.  Sometimes  the  enemy  feigns  abandonment, 
and,  like  the  Greeks  before  Troy,  seems  to  have  retired ; 
the  unwary  custodians  are  no  sooner  off  their  guard  than 
the  assault  becomes  more  determined,  more  terrific  than 
ever.  How  fortunate  those  peaceful  natures,  whose 
serenity  is  broken  by  no  such  unwelcome  visitant :  how 
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fortunate — and  how  rare.  Denounce  such  fears  and 
doubts  as  the  judicious  moralist  may,  how  many  lately- 
wedded  pairs  are  happy  enough  to  pass  through  the 
early  stages  of  their  new  existence  without  the  intima- 
tion that  some  such  perilous  intruders  are  hovering 
near.  There  may  be  natures  so  exquisitely  attuned, 
from  the  outset,  to  a  complete  harmony — whose  every 
fibre,  moral  and  intellectual,  so  exactly  fits  that  greater 
intimacy  reveals  no  possibility  of  dissonance  in  taste 
or  judgment, — to  whom  each  new  unfolding  of  char- 
acter discloses  only  a  fuller  revelation  of  perfect 
sympathy  of  taste.  But  they  are,  it  must  be  sur- 
mised, a  favoured  few.  There  must  be  some  com- 
pensation for  such  exceptional  good  luck.  It  may  be 
that  such  people,  as  Madame  de  Stael  suggested,  have 
no  immortality.  Bliss  so  superhuman  can  be  enjoyed 
but  once. 

To  the  majority  of  mankind  the  earlier  months  of 
married  life  are,  it  may  be  supposed,  marked  by  the 
discovery  of  some  hidden  incongruities,  uncongenialities, 
by  disappointments,  possibly  even — as  the  glamour  of 
love's  rosy  morning  sobers  into  the  commonplace  illu- 
mination of  day — some  disillusions. 

Camilla,  at  any  rate,  had  not  been  many  months 
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married  before  she  was  forced  to  admit  that  some 
phases  of  her  husband's  character  were  unquestionably 
unheroic.  As  the  course  of  daily  life  ran  on,  some 
serious  divergence  of  taste  and  feeling  would,  from  time 
to  time,  force  itself  into  notice.  One  of  these  had  been 
as  to  Philip's  debts,  about  which  Camilla,  despite  her 
husband's  reticence,  gradually  came  to  know,  and  which 
she  was  quite  unable  to  take  as  airily  as  he  did.  The 
idea  of  being  in  debt,  as  a  predicament  which  could 
actually  beset  oneself,  was  one  which  Camilla  found  it 
difficult  to  realise.  Wealth,  more  than  sufficient  for 
the  sober  splendours  of  her  uncle's  house,  comfortably 
panoplied  by  prudent  settlements  against  misfortune  or 
a  chance  lapse  into  extravagance,  and  capable  of  being 
replenished,  on  emergency,  from  various  recondite  but 
inexhaustible  sources  of  supply — had  been  one  of  the 
incidents  of  Camilla's  youth  which  she  had  sometimes 
felt  oppressively  dull.  Nothing  short  of  the  repudiation 
of  the  National  Debt  could  have  disturbed  the  financial 
equilibrium  at  the  Vines.  Sir  Marmaduke,  in  the 
wildest  flights  of  his  somewhat  narrow  imagination,  had 
never  dreamed  of  such  a  disturbance  as  coming  within 
the  area  of  human  possibilities.  When  he  informed  his 
sisters,  as  he  occasionally  used  at  Christmas- time,  that 
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he  was  dreadfully  poor,  the  announcement  was  under- 
stood to  mean  nothing  more  than  that  his  share  of  the 
bank's  earnings  had  been  a  fraction  less  substantial 
than  usual,  or  that  the  home  farm,  on  which  it  was  Sir 
Marmaduke's  hobby  to  waste  the  edge  of  his  balance  on 
expensive  essays  in  amateur  farming,  was  costing  him 
this  year  a  few  hundred  pounds  more  than  last.  He 
was  never  in  debt ;  and,  never  having  been  tempted  in 
that  direction,  was  accustomed  to  speak  with  grave 
severity  of  people  who  were.  Camilla  had  frequently 
heard  him  lay  down  the  proposition  with  all  the 
emphasis  due  to  a  financial  discovery,  that  the  simple 
specific  for  keeping  out  of  debt  was  to  live  resolutely 
well  within  one's  income  and  leave  a  wide  margin  for 
accident.  Upon  nations,  classes,  or  individuals,  who 
did  not  practise  this  wholesome  rule,  he  poured  out  the 
vials  of  a  righteous  wrath ;  Camilla  had  been  early  im- 
pressed with  the  folly  and  sinfulness  of  living  on  other 
people's  money,  and  trusting  to  to-morrow  to  make  good 
the  extravagance  of  to-day.  Her  allowance  had  been 
ample.  The  nearest  approach  to  a  money  trouble  that 
she  or  her  aunts  ever  accomplished,  was  the  adjustment 
of  rival  claims  on  their  charity,  which  expeditions  to 
the  neighbouring  cottages  brought  to  light.     Philip's 
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hazy,  muddled  accounts  and  unsettled  bills  filled  her 
with  shame  and  discomfort,  which  her  husband  quite 
failed  to  appreciate.  All  young  fellows,  he  explained 
with  airy  indifference,  run  a  little  into  debt  during  their 
first  few  years  of  India.  Now  that  he  was  married,  it 
was  different,  of  course ;  they  were  economising  tre- 
mendously, and  it  would  all  be  right. 

Camilla  was  far  from  being  reassured.  She  saw 
clearly  that  Philip  did  not  in  the  least  know  how  he 
stood,  and  had  not  the  courage  to  look.  It  was  so  easy 
to  let  things  slide.  To  his  wife  it  was  insufferable,  and 
her  feelings  and  his  on  the  subject  sometimes  came 
into  open  collision  in  a  way  which  especially  provoked 
him.  He  had  been  searching  everywhere  for  a  horse 
for  her,  and  had  at  last  found  one  which  he  considered 
perfection.  One  of  Philip's  soldier  friends  had  lent  his 
first  charger  to  Camilla  for  a  month,  while  he  went 
on  leave,  and  now  wanted  to  sell  him.  Camilla  had 
been  delighted  with  him — as  well  she  might  be — for 
'Marquess'  was  a  fine  Australian  thoroughbred,  with 
strong  indications  of  his  Arab  sire,  an  angelic  temper, 
and  the  fine  manners  engendered  by  the  discipline 
of  a  regimental  riding- school  and  his  military  ex- 
periences  of  the   parade   ground.      Philip  had  never 
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seen  his  wife  in  higher  spirits  or  more  radiant  than 
on  her  return  from  her  first  gallop  on  her  new  posses- 
sion. 

'  There  is  all  the  difference  between  pretty  good  and 
very  good,'  she  cried,  as  she  stroked  Marquess's  tapering 
nose  and  fine  open  nostril  approvingly — '  and  you  are  a 
perfect  darling.' 

Since  then  Camilla  and  the  Marquess  had  become 
increasingly  affectionate — an  affection  stimulated  on 
Camilla's  part  by  carrots,  lumps  of  sugar,  and  other 
votive  offerings,  and  testified  on  his  by  a  welcoming 
whinny  at  his  mistress's  approach.  Now,  however, 
Camilla  quite  declined  her  husband's  gift,  and  was 
resolute  that  Marquess  should  go  back  to  his  owner. 
Philip  protested  in  vain. 

'  We  shall  never  get  such  a  chance  again,'  he  pleaded ; 
*  you  like  the  horse — he  is  dirt  cheap — it  would  be  an 
economy  to  buy  him.  You  will  be  ill,  Camilla,  if  you 
don't  ride.     Please  consent.' 

'  No,  thank  you,  Philip,'  his  wife  had  said,  '  I  can 
ride  one  of  the  ponies ;  I  like  a  pony,  and  I  hate  being 
in  debt.' 

'  I  hope  you  will  agree,  dear,'  Philip  said  ;  '  I  wish 
particularly  to  give  him  to  you.' 
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'  I  would  much  rather  not  have  it,'  answered  Camilla ; 
'  please  do  not  press  me  ;  I  should  feel  it  dishonest.' 

Philip  flushed  red,  and  had  an  angry  word  trembling 
on  his  lips.  But  Camilla's  sweet,  serious  look  disarmed 
him.  She  was  evidently  speaking  from  conviction,  and 
such  a  woman's  convictions  must  be  right.  She  spoke 
with  an  earnest  decisiveness,  which,  Philip  felt,  meant 
something  more  than  a  mere  matter  of  taste.  It  was  in 
vain  to  urge  the  point  any  farther,  and  Marquess  went 
back  to  the  barracks.  This  was  an  aspect  of  in- 
debtedness on  which  Philip  had  never  reckoned;  and 
it  was,  he  felt  bitterly,  a  particularly  disagreeable  one. 

Another  source  of  disagreement  had  been  Philip's 
habit  of  playing  at  whist  for  somewhat  high  stakes, 
and  the  consequent  addition  to  his  income.  There  was 
a  Club  whist-account,  which  was  sent  round  every 
month  to  its  members,  with  the  total  result  of  the 
month's  whist.  To  some  members  this  represented 
pretty  often  a  formidable  minus  quantity ;  but  in 
Ambrose's  case  the  paper  came  invariably  accompanied 
by  sundry  cheques,  which  tangibly  represented  the 
superiority  of  his  play  to  that  of  his  companions.  These 
adventitious  additions  to  his  income  were  very  welcome 
to  poor  Ambrose,  who  was  always  in  straits  as  to  money, 
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with  an  unascertained  burthen  of  outstanding  debts,  and 
a  balance  at  his  banker's,  as  often  as  not  on  the  wrong 
side  of  the  account.     When  money  is  a  necessity,  its 
absence  makes  itself  felt  with  distressing  distinctness, 
however  naturally  indifferent  a  man  may  be  to  its  pos- 
session.    Philip   resented    his   impecuniousness,  as  he 
resented  every  disagreeable   sensation,   as  one  of  the 
degradinfif  details  of  life,  which  had  to  be  ignored.     He 
would  have  liked  to  live  in  a  world  in  which  such 
sordid  considerations  had  no  place ;  but,  the  world  being 
what  it  was,  he  caught  at  the  first  chance  of  escape  with 
an  avidity  too  ardent  to  be  discriminating  or  compunc- 
tious.    These  chance  supplies  gave  an  immediate  relief; 
they  were  fairly  earned,  and  the  effort  of  earning  them 
was  one  which  Philip  felt  to  be  within  the  limits  of  the 
acliievable.     There  was  something  pleasurable,  he  felt, 
in   such   success.      He  had  devoted   some   trouble  to 
mastering  the  theory  of  scientific  whist,  and  a  great 
many   afternoons   and    evenings   to   acquiring  perfect 
familiarity  with  its  practice ;  and  he  now  reaped  the 
reward.     Was  it  his  fault  if  a  glance  at  the  cards,  as 
they  fell,  told  him  a  hundred  things  which  the  gross 
vision  of  observers,  less  acute  or  less  instructed  than 
himself,  failed  to  perceive  ?     Was  there  not  a  sort  of 
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moral  fitness  in  the  dispensation  that  stupid,  old  dunder- 
lieads,  who  played  an  utterly  obsolete  game,  or  brainless 
lads,  who  were  too  idle  to  read  their  Cavendish,  who 
barely  knew  their  leads,  and  played  on  in  defiance  of 
every  rule,  and  in  serene  unconsciousness  of  signals 
clear  as  daylight,  should  lose  their  money,  when  it  was 
their  fate  to  be  confronted  with  an  accomplished 
antagonist  ?  At  any  rate  Ambrose  pocketed  the  pro- 
ceeds of  his  victories  with  a  great  deal  of  satisfaction, 
and  frequently  swelled  the  amount  by  a  judicious  bet. 
To  his  wife  these  additions  to  their  income,  when  she 
came  to  understand  them,  wore  a  very  different  aspect. 
She  had  brought  from  her  home  an  old-fashioned  pre- 
judice against  playing  for  money  at  all;  but  playing 
for  money,  when  the  play  invariably  had  one  result, 
seemed  to  her  sensitive  conscience  a  sort  of  degradation, 
which  hardly  differed  from  that  of  card-sharpers  and 
pick-pockets.  How  could  it  be  right  for  a  man  of 
honour  to  live  by  his  wits  on  the  unskilfulness  or  bad 
luck  of  his  neighbours  ?  How  could  a  gentleman  endure 
to  touch  the  proceeds  of  his  friends'  mistakes  or  mis- 
fortunes ?  There  was  something  to  be  said  for  playing 
for  money  in  order  to  enhance  the  excitement  of  the 
game,  if  people  considered  excitement  necessary  to  its 
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enjo5rment.  But  to  treat  the  money  as  the  end  in  view, 
even  as  an  end  in  view,  seemed  to  Camilla  a  base  per- 
version of  the  objects  for  which  gentlemen  frequented 
each  other's  society.  She  had  read  of  a  saying  of  Mr. 
Wilberforce  in  his  young  days  that  winning  at  play  was 
even  more  odious  than  losing,  and  that  was  her  own 
sentiment  on  the  point.  Philip's  glee  over  his  winnings 
filled  her  with  a  sense  of  humiliation. 

At  last  silence  became  no  longer  possible  —  the 
smouldering  fire  broke  out  into  flame.  Camilla  had 
never  before  distinctly  objected  to  anything  that  her 
husband  did.  She  felt  her  heart  beating  now,  and  knew 
that  she  turned  pale  as  she  spoke. 

'  Philip,'  she  said,  '  have  you  no  scruples  about  all 
this  money  ? ' 

*  Scruples  V  said  her  husband,  in  a  tone  of  great  sur- 
prise, 'no,  why  should  I?     Scruples?  what  about?' 

'About  winning  other  people's  money,  who  don't 
happen  to  be  as  good  players  as  yourself.  I  cannot 
fancy  liking  it.' 

'Cannot  you?'  said  Philip,  more  provoked  than 
Camilla  had  ever  yet  seen  him.  '  It  is  quite  simple.  They 
would  win  mine  if  only  they  knew  how — it  is  aU  fair 
play,  you  know.' 
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'  Of  course,'  said  Camilla,  '  except  the  essential  un- 
fairness of  a  fight  between  strength  and  weakness.  It 
is  like  the  duels  one  reads  about  where  one  man  is  a 
better  shot  than  the  other.' 

'  They  need  not  play  unless  they  please,'  Philip  said, 
very  indignant  at  the  implied  disparagement  of  his  pro- 
ceedings ;  '  and,  if  they  choose  to  play,  they  take  their 
chance.  If  they  cannot  afford  to  lose,  they  ought  not 
to  play.' 

*  Some  of  them  cannot  afford  to  lose,  and  ought  not 
to  play,  as  we  know,'  said  Camilla.  '  If  they  are  weak 
and  foolish  enough  to  do  so,  why  need  you  be  an 
accomplice  ?' 

'  How  am  I  an  accomplice  ?'  said  Philip.  '  I  don't 
want  them  to  play,  and  I  could  not  stop  their  playing 
if  I  tried.' 

'  jN"o,'  said  Camilla,  '  and  I  could  not  stop  your  play- 
ing if  I  tried  ;  all  the  same  I  do  not  like  it.  Perhaps 
I  am  quite  wrong,  but  one  cannot  help  one's  dislikes, 
can  one  V 

Camilla  sat  at  the  table,  her  hand  playing  with  one 
of  the  obnoxious  cheques.  It  was  an  exquisite  hand, 
delicately  chiselled,  nervous,  sensitive ;  it  touched 
things  with  a  fastidious,  half  -  shrinking   touch,  as   if 
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— as  Philip  had  often  told  her  laughingly — scarcely 
anything  in  life  was  quite  good  enough  to  touch.  She 
now  pushed  the  bit  of  paper  from  her  with  an  uncon- 
scious gesture  of  refined  scorn,  most  of  which,  Philip 
felt  a  disagreeable  consciousness,  was  really  intended 
for  himself.  His  wife,  he  began  to  know,  thought  some 
things  about  him  despicable.  She  was  really  pushing 
him  from  the  sanctuary  of  her  devotion. 

As  the  months  went  by,  and  the  excitement  of  her 
new  life  died  away,  Camilla  found  herself  not  in  the 
best  of  spirits.  She  was  very  homesick.  The  parting 
from  her  English  home  had  cost  her  more  than  she  had 
expected.  Her  uncle  and  aunts  had  been  very  tender 
to  her,  as  the  time  for  her  departure  approached,  and 
had  felt  it,  she  knew,  a  real  misfortune  to  themselves. 
Aunt  Augusta  had  on  several  occasions  quite  broken 
down  while  the  preparations  for  India  were  on  hand — 
had  clasped  Camilla  in  a  tender,  tearful  embrace,  and  in 
vain  summoned  all  her  gentle  heroism  to  conceal  the 
pang  which  the  prospect  of  the  separation  cost  her. 
Camilla  longed  for  another  of  those  tender  kisses — for 
another  taste  of  that  loving  companionship.  She  had 
made  light  of  it  once,  in  all  the  insolent  light-hearted- 
ness  of  youth.     She  regretted  it  now,  in  her  new  world 
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of  strangers,  with  remorse  and  self-reproach.  Her 
married  life  was  giving  her  less  happiness  than  she  had 
hoped.  She  had  been  reduced  more  than  once  to  con- 
soling herself  with  the  familiar  medicament  of  unhappy 
lovers,  the  theory  that  the  first  years  of  married  life  are 
the  least  enjoyable.  But  it  was  a  depressing  remedy 
even  to  acknowledge  that  her  happiness  was  incomplete. 
Her  husband  was  affectionate,  caressing^,  with  words 
and  acts  of  devotion,  always  ready  at  her  service  ;  but, 
somehow,  he  had  not  dominated  her  character  as  she 
had  hoped  that  he  would,  and  felt  that  a  husband  ought. 
She  was  more  than  ever  without  a  guide ;  she  trod  with 
an  anxious  timorous  step  in  the  strange  path  in  which 
her  lot  was  cast.  She  often  felt  terribly  alone.  On  the 
whole,  Camilla  had  been  disappointed,  and,  in  some 
ways,  was  not  the  better  for  her  disappointment.  Her 
bright,  sweet,  noble  dreams  of  life  had  been  rudely  dis- 
pelled. Her  husband's  careless  irreverent  hand  had 
shattered  some  delightful  ideals  which  had  lighted  w'p 
all  her  youth  with  a  sort  of  sacred  glory,  and  which  she 
had  prized  as  amongst  her  dearest  mental  possessions. 
She  could  think  of  them  now  only  with  a  gloomy  bitter- 
ness of  regret— as  of  some  priceless  shattered  treasure  : 
they  belonged  to  another  world — an  Eden  before  the 
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fall — wliich  was  hers  no  more.  The  fine  tilings  that 
people  said  about  the  world  and  human  destiny,  and — 
worst  illusion  of  all — marriage,  how  much  too  fine  they 
were  for  actual  life.  How  could  they  ever  have  been 
realities  to  her  ?  And  yet  in  them  for  years  she  had 
lived  and  moved  and  had  her  being — a  being  nobler, 
sweeter,  holier  than  any  now  within  her  reach.  So 
Camilla,  it  may  be  believed,  was  far  from  happy.  She 
had  gathered  her  rose,  and  its  fragrance  was  not  as 
charming  as  her  imagination  had  depicted  it.  It  had, 
too,  some  thorns  which,  every  now  and  then,  pierced 
her  with  a  sudden  pang  that  made  her  blood  run  cold. 
Such  shocks,  coming  when  she  least  expected^  destroyed 
all  sense  of  peace.  She  had  discovered,  thus  early,  that 
life  is  made  up,  to  a  large  extent,  of  disillusions. 

As  one  thing  after  another  showed  her  husband  in 
a  humiliating  light,  she  felt  an  icy  something  growing 
at  her  heart.  Were  her  first  forebodings  right,  was  her 
instinctive  fear  just  ?  The  idea  was  too  dreadful  to  be 
allowed  to  come  into  existence.  She  shut  her  eyes  to 
it  and  turned  away.  She  saw  it  no  more,  but  she  well 
knew  that  it  was  there — the  dreadful  conviction  that 
her  idol  was  no  true  divinity.  Philip,  she  could  not 
refuse  to  see,  had  an  element  of  slightness.     He  was 
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the  slave  of  moods  ;  he  yielded  at  the  first  compulsion  ; 
he  was  systematically  self-indulgent,  incapable  of  sus- 
tained effort  or  determined  resistance.  For  one  thing, 
Camilla  had  not  been  long  in  discovering  that,  if  she 
was  mistress  of  his  heart — the  supreme  object  of  his 
adoration — her  rights  were  shared  with  various  subordi- 
nate deities.  The  main  sacrifices  were  hers,  indeed  ; 
but  little  streams  of  incense  were  often  floating  away  in 
other  directions.  Her  husband  had  a  tender  and  capa- 
cious heart,  and  when  he  found  himself  in  the  society 
of  a  pleasant  woman,  abandoned  himself  to  pleasing  and 
being  pleased  with  a  completeness  which  Camilla  felt 
to  be  disrespectful — disloyal  to  herself.  It  hurt  her, 
and  she  was  too  proud  to  show  her  suffering,  and  suf- 
fering endured  in  silence  sinks  deep.  Philip  seemed 
quite  unconscious  of  disloyalty,  and  described  each  new 
enthusiasm  to  her  with  a  frankness  which  convinced 
his  wife  that  it  would  be  a  hopeless  task  to  make  him 
understand  her  feelings  about  it.  'They  are  all  in- 
teresting, all  charming,'  she  said  to  him  one  day  with 
a  slightly  contemptuous  good -nature ;  '  the  curious 
thing  is  that  there  are  so  many  of  them.'  There  were 
other  discoveries,  however,  which  tended  more  seriously 
to  disenchantment.     One  of  these  was  that  her  main 
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romance  about  Philip  was,  unfortunately,  not  borne  out 
by  the  real  facts  of  the  case. 

She  had  once  in  a  confidential  moment  told  Mrs. 
Brandon  the  story  of  her  engagement, — of  Philip's 
sudden  affection  for  her — of  his  five  years'  devotion 
and  faithful  allegiance.  Philip  had  never,  it  is  true, 
vouched  for  this  in  so  many  words  ;  but  it  had  always 
been  taken  for  granted  between  them.  Camilla  herself 
had  never  wavered ;  and  the  belief  that  Pliilip  had  been 
equally  constant  was  very  precious  to  her.  Fidelity  of 
that  kind  might  well  be  set  in  the  balance  against  many 
apparent  symptoms  of  fickleness  or  levity.  And  now 
that  agreeable  illusion  was  destroyed.  Mrs.  Brandon 
had  listened  to  her  story  with  an  air  of  wondering 
amusement  which  politeness  did  not  enable  her  to  con- 
ceal. There  was  something  in  the  background  which 
spoilt  the  story  or  made  it  absurd.  Presently  Camilla 
discovered  what  the  something  was.  Her  husband  had 
passed  through  a  long  series  of  flirtations.  This  was 
all  that  Mrs.  Brandon  would  tell  her;  and  this  she 
could,  with  a  contemptuous  forgiveness,  have  condoned. 
But  there  was  something  more.  Miss  Rashleigh,  to 
whom  she  had,  at  first  sight,  taken  an  immense  fancy, 
had  received  her  advances  towards  friendship  with  an 
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embarrassment  which  Camilla  could  not  understand. 
'  What  is  Miss  Eashleigh's  story  ?'  she  had  asked  her 
husband.  *  Her  story  ? '  Philip  said  with  some  em- 
barrassment :  '  has  she  a  story  ? '  '  She  is  beautiful  and 
romantic,  and  so  probably  has  one.'  Camilla  looked  at 
him  with  a  fearless,  honest,  searching  glance  which 
Philip  always  felt  to  be  painfully  scrutinising.  'She 
was  a  friend  of  mine/  he  added.  'A  great  friend?' 
'Yes,'  Philip  had  said,  'a  great  friend.  You  are  not 
going  to  quarrel  with  me,  Camilla,  for  every  pretty 
woman  whom  I  admired  in  my  bachelor  days  ?  Your 
rights  had  not  begun  then,  you  know.'  '  No,'  Camilla 
said,  mentally  taking  down  her  husband  from  the 
pedestal  on  which  her  fancy  had  placed  him  for  adora- 
tion ;  '  my  rights  had  not  begun.  I  had  forgotten.  Let 
bygones  be  bygones.' 

'My  dear,'  Mrs.  Brandon  had  said,  when  Camilla 
asked  her  about  it,  '  I  really  know  nothing,  except  that 
the  greatest  flirts  make  the  best  husbands,  and  that 
men  proverbially  return  to  their  first  loves.  Be  that 
your  consolation.' 

Camilla,  however,  felt  anything  but  consoled,  and  be- 
gan, unknown  to  herself,  to  cherish  a  little  spot  in  her 
heart  where  resentment  and  contempt  were  not  unknown. 


CHAPTEE  XXII 

LADY    MIRANDA 

'  This  is  such  a  creature, 
"Would  she  begin  a  sect,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  professors  else,  make  proselytes 
Of  whom  she  but  bid  follow. ' 

Whatever  were  his  other  shortcomings,  PhiUp  managed 
to  live  well  up  to  his  reputation  for  brilliancy  and  suc- 
cess. His  abilities  and  agreeableness  were  carrying 
him  well  to  the  front.  Before  their  first  year  in  India 
had  expired,  Mr.  Chichele  had  selected  him  as  one  of  his 
secretaries.  The  post  was  one  of  much  honour  and  glory, 
and  of  higher  emolument,  and  it  involved  the  attractive 
duty  of  accompanying  Chichele  to  the  mountain  home, 
from  which,  during'  the  lono;  Coerulean  summer,  he 
guided  the  fortunes  of  his  little  kingdom.  Here  Chichele 
found  his  existence  supportable,  when  he  could  surround 
himself  with  a  small  atmosphere  of  congenial  society : 
and  this  year  Fortune  had  been  especially  kind  to  him. 

VOL.  IL  E 
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For  one  thing,  he  had  the  Ambroses,  who  were  estab- 
lished in  a  hill-cottage  not  half  a  furlong  away,  and,  of 
necessity,  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  almost  forming  part 
of  his  own  household.  Mr.  Chichele,  whose  good  fortune 
it  was  to  know  what  was  good,  had  speedily  recognised 
that  his  new  secretary's  wife  was  something  very  good 
indeed.  He  had,  too,  a  houseful  of  pleasant  guests  from 
England.  The  most  notable  of  these  had  an  official 
justification.  Mr.  Brownlow,  the  head  partner  in  the 
firm  of  Brownlow,  Mattock  and  Co.,  the  eminent  Eail- 
way  Contractors,  had  come,  at  the  Government's  special 
request,  to  ascertain  for  himself  the  possibility  of  a 
system  of  light  railways,  which  Chichele  was  convinced 
would  be  the  making  of  the  province.  Mr.  Brownlow 
was  Chichele's  old  friend.  They  had  been  at  Christ 
Church  together  ;  together  they  made  their  first  appear- 
ance in  London  drawing-rooms ;  together  they  had  be- 
come Members  of  Parliament,  and  their  intimacy  had 
deepened  in  their  first  common  essays  in  public  life. 
Then  their  courses  had  diverged.  Brownlow  had  been 
caught  into  the  maelstrom  of  a  colossal  business ;  his 
thoughts  and  time  were  occupied  by  the  inquiries  and 
calculations  incidental  to  railway  enterprises  on  a  huge 
scale.     He  was  tremendously  busy,  and  tremendously 
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rich, — and  business  and  riches  alike  made  his  life  one  of 
rough  activity.  His  lines  were  cast  among  active, 
shrewd,  business  men,  who  differed  by  an  entire  hemi- 
spliere  in  thought  and  culture  from  the  little,  polished, 
half-bookish,  half-pleasure-seeking  coterie  of  his  Christ 
Church  days.  Various  undertakings  in  different  parts 
of  the  world  had  given  him  a  cosmopolitan  experience  : 
lie  had  visited  California  for  one  railway  project :  he 
liad  lived  for  a  year  or  two  in  Egypt  while  carrying  out 
another  :  he  had  been  the  guest  of  a  Eoumelian  Prince 
in  arranging  a  third.  The  results  of  his  enterprises  had 
embodied  themselves  in  agreeable  manifestations  of  sub- 
stantial wealth.  He  had  a  mansion  in  Queen's  Gate,  a 
moor  in  Sutherland,  a  villa  at  San  Eemo,  and  a  steam - 
yacht,  in  which  Chichele  had  spent  many  a  pleasant 
holiday.  He  had,  too, — nor  was  this  important  addition 
wanting  on  the  present  occasion — a  very  charming 
wife. 

Lady  Miranda  would  have  been  a  valuable  acqui- 
sition to  any  society  in  which  good  spirits,  good 
nature,  and  good  looks  were  valued  at  their  proper 
worth.  She  was  a  great  talker,  and  was  never  seen  to 
more  advantasje  than  in  the  full  flow  of  animated  con- 
versation.     The   daughter  of  a  Liberal   peer,   she  had 
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worked  out  for  herself,  in  a  recklessly  ardent  fashion,  the 
logical   consequences   of  the   liberal    doctrines   which 
formed  the  political  atmosphere    of  her   home.     Her 
insight  was  quickened,  and  lier  belief  intensified  by  a 
ready,  eager  sensibility  to  the  suffering  and  injustice 
she  everywhere  saw  around  her.     In  such  moments  she 
felt  herself  a  revolutionist,  and  it  was  only  because  her 
husband  assured  her  that,  in  this  sense,  he  was  a  revol- 
utionist  too,  that  any  practicable  concordat  had  been 
established  between  them.     Her  only  complaint  against 
liim  was,  that  he  was  sometimes  in  the  habit  of  display- 
ing levity  and  cynicism  on  subjects  as  to  which  she  saw 
clearly,  and  felt  intensely ;  and  that,  on  the  whole,  he 
did  not  take  her  as  seriously  as  she  took  herself.     It 
tried  Miranda  sometimes,  when  she  was  becoming  par- 
ticularly eloquent  and  felt  particularly  in  earnest,  that 
her  husband  should  go  into  fits  of  laughter,  take  her  to 
his   arms  in  a  sudden  fit  of   delighted  fondness  and 
declare  her  the  most  terrible  woman  in  existence.     Such 
behaviour  w^as  almost  degrading.     It  was  some  consola- 
tion that  Mr.  Brownlow  atoned  for  these   occasional 
shortcomings  by  letting  her  spend  as  much  money  as 
she  liked  on  a  long  list  of  projects  for  the  regeneration 
of  mankind,  in  which  Lady  Miranda  took  a  personal 
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interest  and  entertained  a  firm  belief.  She  at  one  time 
had  serious  misgivings  as  to  the  lawMness  of  her  own 
expenditure,  and  had  felt  a  hankering  after  socialistic 
communism.  Here,  however,  her  husband  had  stood 
firm,  and  had  succeeded  in  convincing  her,  by  the  rules 
of  political  economy,  that  the  world  would  not  be 
regenerated  by  socialistic  contrivances  of  artificial 
equality,  and  that  the  best  interests  of  commerce  and 
so  of  mankind,  were  promoted  by  the  free  employ- 
ment of  wealth,  in  its  ordinary  courses,  by  those 
who  happened  to  possess  it.  Miranda,  accordingly, 
much  to  her  relief,  discovered  that  an  ardent  sympathy 
with  distressed  humanity,  and  a  resolute  determination 
to  alleviate  it,  were  not  inconsistent  with  the  ownership 
of  a  great  number  of  lovely  dresses,  and  with  a  generally 
wild  expenditure  on  bonnets,  gloves,  lace,  and  other 
feminine  paraphernalia,  which  she  herself  would  have 
been  inclined  to  condemn  as  profligately  profuse,  until 
reinforced  by  her  husband's  comforting  assurance  that 
it  was  all  right,  and  the  best  way  in  which  a  portion  of 
her  allowance  could  be  spent.  The  consequence  w^as, 
that  Lady  Miranda  was  as  well  dressed  as  Mr.  Worth 
could  make  her,  or  as  any  young  lady  of  the  day  could 
wish  to  be  ;  and  that  as  she  had  no  bad  eye  for  artistic 
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effect,  the  general  impression  which  she  conveyed  to  the 
human  vision  was  one  of  an  extremely  agreeable  kind. 
She  thirsted  for  information,  guidance,  and  help,  and 
she  found  a  surprisingly  large  number  of  men  ready 
with  any  one  of  the  three  in  any  quantity  she  wished. 

Yet  Miranda's  philosophy  was  more  than  idle  talk 
or  self-indulgent  theory.  It  bore  a  rich  crop  of  ener- 
getic kindness  toward  any  form  of  suffering  which  came 
within  her  range.  There  were  poor  people  in  wretched, 
grimy  London  homes,  to  whom  she  had  made  her  way 
with  an  unsuspected  revelation  of  sympathy,  help,  and 
encouragement,  and  who — as  Miranda  listened  to  their 
troubles  with  tender,  beaming  eyes  and  thoughtful 
suggestions  of  help — learnt  for  the  first  time  the 
meaning  of  the  touch  of  nature  that  makes  the  whole 
world  kin.  It  was  in  no  fashionable  freak  that  Mir- 
anda would  go  off,  day  after  day,  for  long  afternoons, 
to  homes  where  her  accustomed  visit  was,  she  well 
knew,  awaited  with  all  an  invalid's  anxiety,  by  some 
poor  creature,  slowly  fading  to  her  end,  or  by  some 
fever-wasted  child,  weary  of  its  long  captivity.  She 
had  a  little  *  Home,'  where  a  few  convalescents,  trans- 
lated from  the  grimy  crowd  of  London  alleys,  were 
wooed  back  to  health  and  life  amid  flowers  and  sweet 
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country  sights  and  sounds  and  tlie  pure  breezes  of  the 
Surrey  Hills.  They  came  for  a  few  days  or  weeks, — 
poor  waifs  and  strays  from  the  great  sea  of  misery  out- 
side. Miranda's  kind  heart  ached  to  see  them  go  away 
again,  often  she  knew  too  well  to  what  sort  of  homes 
and  life.  Few  started,  we  may  believe,  on  that  rough 
journey  without  some  substantial  help  from  that  kind 
hand.  All  took  with  them  the  precious  memory  of  an 
experienced  kindness.  Many  a  poor  wizened  child, — 
old  already  with  the  grim  experience  of  pauper  life, — 
carried  away  to  other  scenes, — to  squalid,  comfortless 
lodging,  the  filthy  rag-beclouded  alley, — the  dirty,  angry 
mother, — the  tipsy  father  whose  heavy  hand  or  boot  it 
was  well  to  elude, — the  public-house,  with  its  blasts  of 
infamy  surging  through  the  half-opened  door, — carried 
back  to  these  dreary  scenes  a  sort  of  celestial,  dream- 
like remembrance  of  the  sweet,  beautiful  lady,  who  had 
come  to  sit  by  his  bedside,  ready  with  sympathy  and 
love,  irradiating  all  about  her  with  her  tenderness,  cour- 
age and  hope.  So  it  was  that  when  Lady  Miranda 
talked  about  the  troubles  of  the  world,  she  used  no  idle 
phrase,  but  spoke,  out  of  the  fulness  of  her  heart,  of 
things  into  which  she  had  a  practical  insight,  and  about 
which  she  felt  with  passionate  acuteness. 
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Chichele  knew  Lady  Miranda  only  through  their 
common  friends.  He  felt  it  a  serious  responsibility  to 
receive  as  his  guest  a  young  lady  who  was  at  once 
a  politician,  a  philanthropist,  and  the  fashion.  His  re- 
sponsibilities would  have  weighed  on  him  more  heavily 
but  that  he  let  a  large  portion  fall  on  Camilla's  shoulders. 
He  was  satisfied  that  the  two  would  be  great  friends  ; 
satisfied  too,  that,  however  wide  might  be  Lady  Mir- 
anda's field  of  choice,  she  could  nowhere  have  found  a 
rarer  nature  than  Camilla's.  Increased  familiarity  had 
only  enhanced  the  respect  and  admiration  with  which 
she  had,  from  the  first,  inspired  him.  He  was  more 
than  ever  impressed  by  her  refinement,  her  sweet,  grave 
dignity,  her  thoughtfulness  on  things  worth  thinking 
about,  her  clear,  keen  sense,  perhaps  her  occasional  bursts 
of  satire.  '  She  is  delightful,'  he  told  Lady  Miranda. 
*  One  of  the  few  things  in  life  I  am  really  proud  of,  is 
that  I  believe  I  have  at  last  earned  the  right  to  call  her 
my  friend.' 
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'  I  have  a  pattern  on  my  nail, 
And  I  will  carve  the  world  fresh  after  it. ' 

Lady  Miranda  lost  no  time  in  ascertaining  for  herself 
the  justice  of  Mr.  Chichele's  eulogium.  She  had  been, 
in  truth,  in  need  of  a  confidante — in  how  great  need  she 
had  not  realised  till  she  found,  almost  in  her  first 
moments  of  intercourse  with  Mrs.  Ambrose,  how  sensible 
a  relief  it  was  to  have  a  kindred  woman's  soul  with  which 
to  commune.  She  had  been  living  for  weeks  past  among 
men ;  and  the  female  spirit  needs,  it  may  be  believed,  for 
its  complete  comfort  and  wellbeing,  some  ministration 
from  one  of  its  own  more  sympathetic  sex.  Anyhow, 
when  the  two  ladies  found  themselves  comfortably 
established  in  the  bay-window  of  Mrs.  Ambrose's  draw- 
ing-room, Miranda's  spirits  experienced  an  immediate 
expansion ;  and  both  of  them  discovered  that  they  had  a 
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hundred  things  to  say  to  one  another,  for  which,  for  some 
time  past,  no  proper  listener  had  been  forthcoming. 

Miranda  had  been  at  first  more  impressed  than 
altogether  pleased  by  Mr.  Chichele.  She  could  see  that 
he  was  cultured,  thoughtful,  and  on  the  whole,  deserv- 
ing to  be  liked.  But  his  attitude  towards  her  had  not 
been  satisfactory.  She  was  feeling  extremely  interested 
in  her  life,  and  especially  this  Indian  chapter  of  it. 
She  wanted  to  be  businesslike,  serious,  practical;  but 
Chichele  treated  her  rather  as  an  ornamental  appendage 
to  the  man  of  business  than  as  having,  conceivably, 
any  real  business  of  her  own.  It  never  occurred  to 
him,  she  could  see,  to  regard  her  as  a  working  member 
of  the  party.  Her  society,  it  soon  became  apparent,  was 
to  him  an  agreeable  relaxation  from  long  mornings 
spent  with  her  husband  and  the  engineers  and  secre- 
taries over  blue  books,  maps,  surveys,  and  estimates. 
Chichele  had,  in  truth,  come  in  for  rather  more  than 
he  bargained  for  when  he  committed  himself  to  the 
championship  of  a  project  of  light  mountain  railways 
in  Ccerulea.  An  enterprising  chief-engineer  had  satisfied 
him,  in  a  lucid  memorandum,  that  the  lines  which  were 
to  scale  the  Coerulean  hillsides  at  several  points  would 
pay  at  least  five  per  cent.    A  discriminating  critic  at  the 
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India  Office  had  set  himseK  to  demonstrate  that  they 
would  certainly  fall  short  of  paying  three.  There  had 
been  despatches  and  counter-despatches  and  resolutions 
and  memoranda.  There  was  a  tremendous  disputation  as 
to  the  proper  gauge.  The  critic  at  the  India  Office  proved 
troublesome  and  pertinacious  ;  Chichele  had  become 
bored,  and  his  faith  in  his  chief-engineer  waxed  faint ; 
his  zeal  for  the  development  of  the  Ccerulean  tea-plant- 
ations died  down.  More  than  once  he  had  been 
tempted  to  wish  the  whole  project  at  Jericho.  Why, 
whispered  Indolence,  take  a  deal  of  worry  about  a 
scheme  which  was  certain  to  be  troublesome  and  might 
be  disastrous,  and  which  nobody  of  any  importance 
seemed  anxious  to  see  realised  ?  Mr.  Brownlow,  how- 
ever, with  a  fine,  \dgorous,  businesslike  habit,  kept 
Chichele's  flagging  energies  up  to  the  mark,  and  would 
not  hear  of  surrender.  Very  likely,  he  explained,  the 
people  at  the  India  Office  are  right.  It  was  that  fellow 
Gibson,  the  under-secretary,  picking  holes  as  usual : 
those  permanent  secretaries  are  the  very  mischief. 
But  the  line  might  be  taken  by  an  easier  gradient. 
There  was  a  gap  in  the  Ccerulean  Mountains  of  which, 
imaccountably,  no  advantage  had  been  taken.  How, 
the  deuce,  had  it  been  overlooked  ?     Then  the  bridges. 
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as  designed,  were  a  great  deal  stronger  than  they  need 
be,  and  the  estimates  for  sleepers  were  absurdly  ex- 


travagant. 


'  We'll  have  them  from  Norway,  you  know,'  he  said, 
enthusiastically. 

'AH  right,'  said  Chichele,  by  this  time  growing 
dreadfully  tired,  '  have  them  from  Norway.' 

'  Or,'  said  Brownlow,  getting  fresher  as  he  went  on, 
'  why  not  try  pot-sleepers  ? ' 

'  Very  well,'  said  Chichele ;  '  I  have  no  objection  to 
try  pot-sleepers.' 

'But  they  won't  do  for  the  steep  gradients,  you 
know,'  continued  his  persecutor. 

'  The  deuce  they  won't,'  responded  his  victim, 
spasmodically  attempting  to  follow  the  vibrations  of 
Brownlow's  thoughts.  '  What  are  we  to  have  for  the 
steep  gradients,  then  ? ' 

Then  the  chief-engineer  would  come  forward  with  a 
new  alternative  and  the  secretary  with  a  fresh  objection, 
and  Chichele  would  ruefully  think  what  a  fool  he  had 
been  not  to  leave  well  alone,  and  the  Coerulean  light 
railway  project  in  the  limbo  of  unattempted  possibili- 
ties. All  this  sort  of  thing  involved  long  mornings  of 
hard  work ;  and  Chichele  used  to  come  out  to  lunch 
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with  his  forehead  all  in  wrinkles,  his  hair  tumbled 
about,  and  looking  the  picture  of  fatigue  and  despair. 
It  was,  no  doubt,  very  refreshing  to  him  at  such  times 
to  find  Lady  Miranda  in  the  drawing-room,  looking 
fresh  and  radiant  and  charming,  and  ready  to  talk  and 
be  talked  to  about  other  matters  than  pot-sleepers  and 
gradients.  So  Chichele  indulged  his  own  mood  in 
treating  her  as  an  agreeable  child,  or,  worse  still, — as  she 
fancied, — a  pretty  objet  cle  luxe,  in  which  his  millionaire 
friend  could  afford  to  indulge,  and  of  which  he,  for  the 
time  being,  was  to  get  part  of  the  benefit.  This  was 
really  unendurable.  She  resented  it  with  a  secret 
indignation.  It  checked  all  real  confidence.  She  was 
longing  to  confide  to  him  her  literary  projects,  as  to 
which  several  clever  men — real  authors  in  England — 
had  given  her  advice  and  help.  Only  two  nights  before 
they  left  London  the  catholic-minded  editor  of  a 
fashionable  magazine,  imprisoned  with  a  mob  of  other 
pleasure-seeking  captives  on  a  crowded  staircase,  had 
heard  about  the  Brownlows'  intended  tour,  and  had 
immediately  pressed  Lady  Miranda  to  give  his  readers 
the  benefit  of  her  first  impressions  of  the  East. 

'  But,'  Lady  Miranda  had  said,  with  a  sweet  air  of 
diftidence  that  would  have  melted  the  sternest  editor's 
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heart,  '  I  have  never  written  a  magazine-article  in  my 
life,  and  I  have  not  the  slightest  idea  how  I  should  set 
about  it.  I  very  much  doubt  if  I  could  do  it  if  I 
tried.' 

'And  I,'  the  editor  had  answered  gallantly,  'am 
perfectly  certain  that  you  would  do  it,  as  you  do 
everything  else,  Lady  Miranda,  to  perfection ;  so  now 
you  must  not  disappoint  me.' 

Miranda  had  cherished  this  compliment,  and  the 
delightful  idea  of  possibly  becoming  an  authoress  had 
grown  upon  her  till  she  had  ceased  to  regard  it  as  un- 
attainable. Gradually  she  had  come  to  contemplate  an 
even  grander  flight — a  book  of  travels  which,  if  not  as 
ambitious  as  Lady  Brassey's  famous  yachting  adventures, 
might  yet  convey  some  of  the  thoughts  and  feelings 
which  were  seethinoj  in  her  own  mind,  to  mankind  at 
large.  Her  husband,  when  she  confided  the  project  to 
liim,  had  treated  it  as  a  joke — a  capital  joke,  which,  like 
many  of  his  wife's  fancies,  would  cost  him  a  good  deal 
of  money,  and  give  him  much  more  than  the  money's 
worth  of  amusement.  Miranda  dared  not,  at  this  stage, 
encounter  his  unsympathetic  merriment  by  further  dis- 
closures. None  the  less  she  needed  guidance  and  help. 
She   would    have    liked    to    have    made    a    confidant 
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of  Chichele;  but  just  as  the  moment  for  confidence 
seemed  to  be  arriving,  his  calm,  gray  eye  would  light  up 
with  a  look  of  suppressed  mirth,  which  suggested  the 
dreadful  possibility  that  she  might  be  making  a  goose 
of  herself. 

Another  ground  of  disappointment  to  Miranda  had 
been,  that  she  was  finding  everything  less  uncivilised, 
characteristic,  and  picturesque  than  she  had  hoped  that 
India  would  prove  to  be.  Her  surroundings  were  agree- 
able and  luxurious ;  but  agreeable  luxury  was  not 
exactly  what  Lady  Miranda  had  hoped  to  encounter  in 
the  East.  She  had  looked  forward  to  something  decidedly 
unconventional.  Now  the  utmost  unconventionality 
that  Chichele  could  achieve  for  her  was  a  picnic  on  the 
top  of  a  tame  mountain,  in  a  fine  tent,  furnished  with  a 
smart  array  of  sofas  and  armchairs,  and  thronged  by  a 
little  army  of  redcoated  attendants,  who  differed  from 
London  footmen  only  in  being  black  and  wearing 
turbans.  After  all,  one  might,  as  far  as  anything  excit- 
ing or  unusual  was  involved,  just  as  well  be  lunch- 
mg  at  Eichmond.  Everything  was  beautifully  done, 
Lady  Miranda  acknowledged  ;  but  it  was  not  India  ;  it 
was  not  worth  leaving  home  and  coming  seven  thousand 
miles  to  see — it  was  not  business,  she  informed  her 
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husband  in  a  serious  way,  which  sent  him  into  one  of 
his  provoking  fits  of  laughter. 

'  No,  Miranda,'  he  said,  '  it  is  not  business  ;  it  is 
amusement  of  the  choicest  and  most  pronounced  order, 
and  it  would  be  all  spoilt  without  you.  Chichele,  as  a 
man  of  taste,  naturally  finds  you  charming,  and  has 
already  commenced  a  flirtation.  You  are  a  perfect 
adept  at  that  particular  form  of  communion  between 
two  sympathising  souls.  You  will  get  on  delightfully 
together ;  he  will  give  you  floods  of  information  about 
India  and  Indian  statecraft.  In  return  you  will  open 
your  eyes  at  him  in  the  charming  way  you  do  when 
you  are  really  interested,  and  he  will  be  well  repaid.' 

'  Mocker  ! '  Miranda  had  said.  '  He  is  as  bad  as  the 
rest  of  you,  I  suppose :  all  men  are  frivolous  at  heart ;  it 
is  women  who  are  serious,  if  we  could  only  get  a  chance.' 

'  Well,'  said  Brownlow,  '  all  I  mean  is  that  Chichele 
is  naturally  delighted  to  have  a  smart  yomig  lady  devot- 
ing herself  to  amusing  him.' 

'  Pray  do  not  call  me  smart,'  said  Miranda,  '  it  is  a 
word  I  detest.' 

'  It  cannot  be  helped,'  said  her  husband.  '  You  are 
extremely  smart,  my  dear  Miranda ;  it  is  one  of  your  in- 
numerable strong  points.' 
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*  I  suppose  next/  said  Miranda,  who  by  this  time 
was  half-inclined  to  lose  her  temper,  '  you  will  accuse 
me  of  being  a  professional  beauty.' 

'  No/  said  Brownlow/that  profession  is  out  of  fashion, 
happily ;  but  I  accuse  you,  and  my  heart  convicts 
you,  of  being  the  most  charming  woman  in  the  world, 
and  I  condemn  you  to  a  kiss/ 

'  All  men  are  hopelessly  frivolous,'  cried  Miranda,  as 
the  sentence  was  being  carried  out,  '  and  you,  George, 
as  bad  as  the  rest  of  them/ 

Before  many  days,  however,  Lady  Miranda  got  the 
chance  for  which  she  was  sighing;  for  Chichele,  an  adept 
in  the  art  of  agreeableness,  especially  where  a  woman 
was  concerned,  was  not  long  in  discovering  the  direction 
in  which  his  guest's  ambition  pointed,  and  in  making 
up  his  mind  that  the  most  acceptable  form  of  politeness 
to  Lady  Miranda  would  be  to  take  her  excessively 
in  earnest.  He  listened  with  grave  interest  to  her 
account  of  the  literary  projects  of  which  her  brain  was 
full.  There  lay  on  her  writing-table,  at  this  moment, 
a  precious,  beautifully -bound  volume,  locked  with  a 
gold  padlock  from  the  profane  eye.  Its  name  had 
been  already  suggested  by  a  clever  young  Oxonian  who 
wi'ote  for  the    Times,  and  Lady  Miranda  had  grown 
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quite  fond  of  it  in  anticipation.     To  her  mind's  eye  the 
title, 

a  Stubs  in  Black  anti  OTjjite, 

BY 

Lady  M.  B. 

was  delightfully  effective.     She  had  intended  at  first  to 
put   her  name  in  full,  but  against   this  her  husband 
had  protested.     '  Black,  white,  and  Brownlow,'  he  had 
cried,  with  irreverent  laughter.     '  That  would  never  do, 
Miranda;'   and  Miranda's  ingenuity  had  discovered  no 
other  way  of  surmounting  the  difficulty  but  the  employ- 
ment of  initials.     She  consoled  herself  with  the  reflec- 
tion that  her  friends  would  have  no  difficulty  in  dis- 
tinguishing her  personality,  and  would  soon  publish  the 
interesting  secret  to  mankind  at  large.     Her  volume, 
even  in  its  present  embryonic  stage,  was  a  welcome 
relief  to  many  pent-up  feelings  which  clamoured  for 
utterance.     Lady  Miranda  had  great  sympathy  for  the 
masses  everywhere,  and  the  masses  of  India  especially 
fired  her  philanthropy.     She  pictured  them  to  herself, 
patient,  inscrutable,  the  slaves  of  an  old-world  supersti- 
tion and  a  modern  bureaucracy.     She  had  been  with 
her  father  and  her  husband  to  public  meetings  in  Eng- 
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land,  and  had  trembled  with  excitement  at  the  denun- 
ciations poured  out  on  the  selfishness,  meanness,  and 
rapacity  of  the  ruling  and  wealthy  classes.  When  Mr. 
Bright  described  the  government  of  England  as  a 
gigantic  system  of  outdoor  relief  for  the  aristocracy, 
she  had  thought  of  all  her  own  uncles,  cousins,  and 
friends,  who  were  recipients  of  that  relief,  and  had 
almost  sighed  for  a  revolution. 

'  My  dear  Miranda,'  her  husband  had  replied  to  one 
of  her  outbursts,  '  you  are  perfectly  prepared  to  make  a 
holocaust  of  all  your  relations,  and  stand  alone  in  a 
family  desert  of  your  own  manufacture.  Your  zeal  is 
absolutely  terrifying.' 

Naturally,  when  Miranda  found  herself  face  to  face 
with  the  greatest  bureaucracy  in  existence,  she  was 
deeply  impressed  with  the  situation.  Already  her 
precious  diary  had  received  several  outpourings  of  her 
overburthened  soul — not  tamed  and  fashioned,  as  Miranda 
felt  that  they  must  be  before  they  met  the  cruel  critic's 
eye,  but  fresh  and  wild  as  the  thoughts  rushed  from 
their  fountain-head.  'I  have  been  a  week  in  India,' 
the  latest  entry  ran,  '  and  I  already  feel  certain  that  I 
shall  find  this  country  extremely  interesting.  Its  very 
name  fills  me  with  a  sort  of  delightful  thrill — so  old,  so 
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vast,  SO  oppressed.  All  these  millions  of  poor  people, 
and  all  without  the  barest  rights  of  humanity.  A  narrow- 
bureaucracy,  as  cruel  and  stupid  as  such  things  always 
are.  What  a  field  for  the  philanthropist  and  the 
reformer  !  My  taste  for  revolution  has  received  a  fear- 
ful stimulus.  George,  who  differs  from  me  in  almost 
everything,  agrees,  at  least  in  this,  that  here  almost 
everything  remains  to  be  done.  I  almost  tremble  with 
excitement  at  the  idea,  that  here  I  am,  face  to  face  with 
a  great  mihtary  despotism :  and  that  it  is  a  despotism 
everything  around  forbids  us  for  a  moment  to  forget. 
The  obsequiousness  of  the  servants  and  the  crowds  of 
servile  creatures  who  stand  waiting  one's  beck  and  call, 
contented  and  submissive,  speak  of  slavery  or  some- 
thing next  door  to  it.  When  I  drove  with  Mr.  Chichele 
this  evening,  his  state  was  really  regal.  Can  it  be  right 
for  any  man  in  this  age  to  live  like  a  prince  in  the 
Arabian  Nights,  heralded  by  outriders,  surrounded  by 
silent  ministrants  who  anticipate  his  every  whim,  hurry 
at  a  signal  on  his  behests,  fan  him  while  he  eats,  and 
stand  behind  him  at  dinner  with  a  fan  ready  to  brush 
away  the  too  presumptuous  fly  that  threatens  to  dese- 
crate his  imperial  person !  To  me  it  seems  simply 
dreadful.' 
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Lady  Miranda  had  not  screwed  up  her  courage 
to  submit  these  confidential  utterances  even  to  her 
husband's  eye.  She  began  to  feel  more  and  more  at 
her  ease  in  indoctrinating  Chichele  with  esoteric  \dews 
to  much  the  same  effect.  Xone  the  less  it  was  con- 
soling to  find  in  Camilla  a  companion  of  a  kindred 
spirit,  whose  tastes  were  completely  sjnupathetic  with 
her  own  on  other  and  less  sublime  topics  than  the  wrongs 
of  India  or  the  regeneration  of  mankind. 

Lady  Miranda's  great  advantage  in  acquiring  informa- 
tion was  that  she  looked  so  charming  when  she  was 
receivincr  it.      Hence  it  was  that,  in  addition  to  Mr. 

o  » 

Chichele,  she  found  herself  surrounded  by  many  zealous 
instructors.  Mr.  Montem  volunteered  a  general  survey 
of  the  machinery  of  the  administration :  an  ambitious 
under-secretary  initiated  her  into  the  mysteries  of  the 
Permanent  Settlement.  General  Eashlei^jh  abandoned 
his  rubber  in  order  to  explain  to  her  the  strategy  of 
the  Afghan  frontier  question,  and  showed  her  on  the 
map  the  exact  places  where  the  first  battles  with  the 
Eussians  would  be  fought.  Her  beautiful  violet  eyes 
opened  wider  and  wider,  and  her  lips — Cupid's  very 
home — parted  with  such  a  delightful  expression  of 
wonder  and  curiosity  that  each  new  preceptor,  as  he 
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was  added  to  the  ever- increasing  list,  admitted  to  him- 
self that  it  was  well  worth  while  to  talk  seriously  to 
her ;  and  to  talk  seriously  to  her  was  easy  enough, 
for  almost  everything  interested  Lady  Miranda,  and  a 
great  many  things  not  only  interested  but  touched  her. 


CHAPTEE  XXIV 

THE   WIDENING   BREACH 

'  "When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay, 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony  : 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith, ' 

An  acute  observer  of  society  has  recorded  the  solemn 
fact,  attested  by  a  hundred  calamitous  alliances,  that  it 
takes  longer  to  learn  to  live  on  rational  terms  with  a 
woman  than  to  fancy  that  one  adores  her.  Philip  had 
succeeded  admirably  in  the  task  of  adoration.  To  walk 
about  the  cedar  avenue  at  the  Vines  in  a  half-frenzy  of 
hope,  anxiety,  or  disappointment ;  to  let  his  imagination 
run  riot  in  embellishing  his  mistress  with  a  thousand 
delightful  attributes ;  to  lie  on  his  back  in  the  grass  with 
half-closed  eyes  ;  to  recall  her  tones  and  let  her  dear 
image  fashion  itself  to  his  mental  vision  in  a  sort  of  in- 
ward rapture ;  to  assure  her,  when  at  last  she  consented 
to  listen,  that  she  was  the  dearest,  sweetest,  noblest 
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of  beings,  and  Phil's  one  hope  and  joy  to  live  and  die 
her  slave — how  easy  it  had  been,  how  pleasant,  and, 
alas,  how  brief !  Why  is  not  existence  made  up  of  such 
enchanting  emotional  vicissitudes?  Philip  had  now 
realised  his  ideal  in  human  flesh  and  blood,  and  the 
question  was  no  longer  of  idolising  one's  mistress,  but  of 
living  comfortably  with  one's  wife.  The  problem  was 
how  to  please  and  satisfy  her  without  too  extravagant  a 
consumption  of  nerve  and  tissue,  or  too  complete  a 
renunciation  of  one's  own  personal  pleasures  and  satis- 
factions. Being  the  husband  of  the  most  perfect  woman 
in  the  world  involves,  Philip  began  early  to  discover,  a 
considerable  moral  strain.  Camilla's  lofty  ideas  about 
life  were  difficult  to  live  up  to.  She  took  everything 
with  an  earnestness  which  her  husband  felt  to  be 
incompatible  with  any  real  comfort  in  existence.  Life, 
if  it  is  not  to  be  martyrdom,  is  a  succession  of  com- 
promises,— compromises  between  what  is  ideally  right 
and  what  is  practically  achievable  by  mortals — between 
duty  and  pleasure — between  the  aspirations  of  the  spirit 
and  the  weakness  of  the  flesh, — between  things  that 
ought,  theoretically,  to  be  said,  suffered,  or  done,  on  the 
one  hand,  and  a  man's  natural  inclination  towards  com- 
fort, ease,  and  a  little  excusable  self-indulgence,  on  the 
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other.  Now  it  was  one  aspect  of  Camilla's  perfection 
that  she  was  essentially  uncompromising.  Her  clear 
insight  and  natural  candour  dispelled  the  comfortable, 
soft  chiaroscuro  in  which  things  lose  their  exact  outline, 
and  the  difference  between  things — between  right  and 
wrong,  for  instance,  true  and  false,  honest  and  dishonest 
— becomes  conveniently  indistinct.  Many  parts  of  Phil 
Ambrose's  career  needed,  he  was  well  aware,  the  benefit 
of  this  protecting  obscurity,  and  were  susceptible,  in 
certain  lights,  of  an  unflattering  construction.  He  had 
a  disagreeable  consciousness  that  his  wife's  clear  judg- 
ment could  not  be  imposed  upon,  nor  her  conscience  be- 
guiled into  deflecting  by  the  thousandth  part  of  a  hair's- 
breadth  from  the  strictest  possible  standard  of  what  was 
true,  honourable,  or  just.  What  was  life  worth  to  her 
but  to  try  to  ennoble  it — to  raise  its  aims — to  triumph 
over  its  pettinesses — to  perform  its  obligations  with  a 
chivalrous  generosity?  But  how  to  reconcile  such  a 
theory  of  existence  with  the  practical  exigencies  of  a 
man  whose  means  fall  short  of  his  requirements,  whose 
affairs  have  been  getting  themselves  for  years  into  a 
more  hopeless  muddle,  and  who  can  make  both  ends 
meet  only  by  shifts  and  contrivances,  which  the  plea  of 
necessity  might  excuse,  but  which  a  too  nice  scrupulosity 
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would  certainly  condemn.  And  then  married  life,  with 
its  ineffable  happiness,  brought  also  some  serious  restric- 
tions. Philip  had  been  accustomed,  for  instance,  to 
drop  into  the  Club,  on  his  way  from  of&ce,  for  an  hour 
or  two's  serious  whist  with  a  select  company  of  advanced 
connoisseurs.  The  fact  that  his  wife  was  awaiting  him, 
weary  with  the  monotony  of  a  long  solitary  day,  was  a 
troublesome  interference  with  this  bachelor  pleasure. 
Is  a  man,  because  he  adores  his  wife,  to  lie,  like  a  tamed 
Hercules,  with  his  head  in  Omphale's  lap,  and  deny 
himself  the  ordinary  pleasures  of  his  sex  ?  Might  not 
both  purposes  be  served  if  Camilla  met  him  an  hour 
later  at  the  Band,  by  which  time  Phil's  rubber  could  be 
conveniently  achieved  ?  And  if,  sometimes,  the  chances 
of  the  game  made  Phil  a  little  late,  were  not  accidents 
like  this  just  the  sort  of  delinquencies  which  the 
familiarity  of  married  life  would  excuse,  the  liberties 
which  husbands,  who  adored  their  wives,  could  venture 
to  take  ?  Once  or  twice  on  such  occasions  he  had  found 
Camilla  sitting  by  herself  with  a  look  of  sadness,  which 
her  kind  and  cheerful  greeting  could  not  conceal.  Why 
was  it,  Philip  wondered,  that  she  could  not,  as  other 
wives  did,  join  one  of  the  many  throngs  of  talkers,  who 
were  beguiling  the  interval  till  their  lord's  arrival  with 


XXIV  THE  WIDENIXG  BREACH  75 

a  brisk  flow  of  station  gossip?  And  then  there  were 
houses  where  Philip  had  been  wont  to  go — Mrs. 
Paragon's,  for  instance, — and  where  he  had,  in  old  days, 
passed  many  a  pleasant  hour  and  received  many  a  kind- 
ness, and  where  he  was  still  as  welcome  as  ever.  AVas 
he  to  renounce  them  now  ?  And  if  he  stayed  chatting 
on,  beguiled  by  Mrs.  Paragon's  bright  flow  of  talk,  ready 
repartee,  and  cheery  manners,  was  this  a  matter  of  which 
the  wife,  for  whose  sake  he  had  curtailed  so  many 
pleasures,  had  any  reason  to  complain  as  a  grievance, 
even  in  thought  ?  Camilla,  Philip  knew  well  enough, 
would  never  say  a  word,  however  real  the  gTievance ; 
but  had  she  a  right  to  feel  it  one  ?  There  were  other 
possibilities  besides  that  of  Camilla's  feeling  dull  when 
he  occasionally  deserted  her,  which  gave  Philip  uneasi- 
ness. One  of  these  was  the  possibility  of  being  seen 
through,  and  morally  brought  to  book  in  a  manner  too 
businesslike  to  be  convenient.  Camilla  had  a  vigorous 
common  sense  and  the  insight  that  belongs  to  perfect 
integrity  of  mind.  Her  judgment  played  no  tricks  with 
itself,  nor  could  any  trick  be  easily  played  with  it.  Her 
code  of  honour  and  duty  was  as  clear  written  as  it  was 
severe.  She  was  a  difficult  person— not  to  deceive, 
indeed,— that  would  have  been  more  than  Philip  could 
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have  admitted  to  himself  among  possible  necessities — 
but  to  leave  with  a  partial  knowledge  of  the  facts,  or 
with  an  incorrect  idea  of  their  bearing  on  the  case.  She 
had,  too, — and  this  was  no  agreeable  discovery, — a  fine 
touch  of  scorn  for  things  which  might  be  more  reason- 
ably condoned  as  excusable  infirmities  than  lashed  with 
satire  or  pointed  at  with  the  unfeeling  finger  of  con- 
tempt. There  were  things  that  people  did,  and  not  bad 
people  either,  with  which  Camilla  could  never  be 
induced  to  hold  fellowship ;  as  well  expect  her  to 
plunge  her  beautiful  hands  into  a  cauldron  of  pitch. 
But  how  would  it  be  if  Philip  were  ever  driven  to  admit 
such  things  as  among  the  alternatives  open  to  himself, 
to  be  accepted,  perforce,  in  lieu  of  something  still  more 
disagreeable  ?  Camilla,  in  such  a  case,  could  neither  be 
hoodwinked  nor  conciliated.  She  would  recognise  it — 
she  would  feel  its  full  significance.  It  would  be  a  stain, 
and  the  stain  would  hurt  her  like  a  wound.  Would  she 
— indeed,  could  she — forgive  the  hand  that  inflicted  it  ? 
One  such  troublesome  affair  had,  indeed,  already 
passed  the  stage  of  possibility,  and  began  to  assert  itself, 
with  disagreeable  emphasis,  in  Ambrose's  thoughts,  as  a 
fact  which  it  would  have  been  pleasant,  if  possible,  to 
cancel  from  the  record  of  one's  doings.     The  Mudda- 
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poUium  Mine  project  had  long  figured  in  Philip's  day- 
dreams as  an  agreeable  panacea  for  his  financial 
maladies.  It  was  quite  certain  that  there  was  stuff  in 
the  scheme  to  make  a  dozen  fortunes,  if  only  it  could 
be  utilised  with  discretion,  and  if  the  fitting  opportunity 
would  but  present  itself  The  opportunity  had  arrived 
in  the  form  of  an  Australian  gentleman,  whom  Mr. 
Palaveram  Chetty  one  morning  brought  with  him  to 
Ambrose's  study.  This  gentleman  had  great  mining 
experience,  and  was  thoroughly  versed  in  the  arts  by 
which  embryonic  companies  are  fostered  into  actual 
existence.  It  did  not  occur  to  Ambrose — or  if  the 
thought  occurred,  the  Australian's  magnificent  manner  at 
once  rebuked  it  as  ill-judged — that  it  was  remarkable  that 
this  gentleman's  experience  should  have  inclined  him 
to  quit  its  proper  scene  in  Australia  and  to  embark  on 
the  unknown  seas  of  Coerulean  speculation.  ISTor  did 
the  Chetty  think  it  necessary  to  mention  that  his 
visitor,  despite  his  magnificent  way  of  talking  about 
money,  had  found  it  convenient  to  resort  to  his  weU- 
fiUed  money-chests  for  a  supply  of  ready-cash.  The 
Australian,  however,  whose  fresh  complexion  and 
splendid  physique  could  hardly  belong  to  any  but  an 
honest  character,  was  a  man  of  business,  and  came  at 
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once  to  the  point.  Australia,  as  a  field  of  lucrative 
enterprise,  was,  lie  said,  used  up.  Coerulea  had  a  virgin 
soil.  He  was  satisfied  that  its  resources  were  unequalled, 
and  on  this  he  speedily  put  Ambrose's  mind  at  ease  by 
specimens  which  he  had  just  collected  on  the  spot,  the 
purport  of  which  discovery  he  set  forth  in  glowing 
terms,  as  revealing  a  golden  harvest  to  whoever  should 
be  lucky  enough  to  reap  it.  Philip's  heart  began  to 
beat  as  the  Australian  described  the  fortunes  which  had 
been  made  in  ventures  not  half  so  promising  as  this. 
A  stream  of  wealth  flowing  in  upon  one  spontaneously,  in 
amounts  practically  immeasurable, — whose  blood  is  not 
stirred  by  the  idea  ?  and  to  a  man  with  profuse  tastes, 
large  necessities,  narrow  means,  and  considerable  em- 
barrassments, what  a  great  relief  it  suggests,  what 
numberless  vistas  of  pleasure  open  upon  the  delighted 
imagination,  fired  with  the  golden  vision !  While 
Ambrose's  fancies  were  at  boiling-point,  the  Chetty  and 
his  friend  revealed  their  scheme.  The  strictest  secrecy 
must  be  observed ;  a  concession  must  be  obtained  from 
the  Eajah  to  whom  the  land  belonged  ;  then  a  company 
must  be  formed,  and  then  Ambrose's  fortune  would  be 
made.  How  much  were  the  concessionaries  to  charge 
the  public  for  their  invaluable  bargain?     It  was  for 


XXIV  THE  WIDENING  BREACH  79 

Ambrose  to  say.  The  company  was  to  be  brought  out 
in  London  and  India  simultaneously.  The  Australian 
gentleman  was  to  arrange  the  details.  Ambrose's  name, 
for  obvious  reasons,  was  never  to  appear;  but  he  was 
to  lend  his  aid  to  promote  the  concession  and  to  expedite 
any  transactions  in  which  the  infant  company  came 
into  contact  with  the  Government;  and  for  these 
services  was  to  be  entitled  to  a  handsome  share  of  the 
promotion  money  when  subscribed.  One  other  small 
service  Ambrose's  visitors  begged  him  to  perform  as  his 
contribution  to  the  scheme.  'We  want  you,'  Mr. 
Palaveram  said,  with  an  ingratiating  smile,  'to  write 
the  Prospectus.  Your  Highness'  style  is  incomparable, 
and  will  do  justice  to  the  theme.  We  are  poor  drudges, 
and  would  spoil  Paradise  itself  in  attempting  to  describe 
it.  Here  are  all  the  facts ;  they  need  only  your  Highness' 
master-touch  to  convince  the  very  unbelievers.  Write 
it  for  us,  and  the  success  of  the  company  is  a  certainty.' 
So  Philip's  ready  pen  had  described  the  coming  glories 
of  the  MuddapoUium  Mine — the  unequivocal  evidence 
of  the  precious  ore,  the  abundant  water-power,  the 
unfailing  supply  of  labour,  the  virgin  forests,  where  fuel 
could  be  had  for  the  taking,  the  neighbouring  railway 
which   the   Government    was    already   designing,   and 
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which  would  waft  the  treasures  of  Muddapollium  to  the 
coast.  Philip's  researches  into  currency  though  not 
profound,  enabled  him  to  refer  to  the  injuries  which  the 
scarcity  of  gold  had  brought  upon  mankind,  and  the 
blessings  which  the  discovery  of  a  new  supply  had,  on 
various  occasions,  conferred  on  the  world's  commerce, 
depressed  by  an  appreciating  coinage.  One  of  these 
fortunate  discoveries  seemed  now,  the  Prospectus 
majestically  observed,  once  more  to  be  likely  to  revive 
the  flagging  industries  of  Europe  and  to  knock  off  the 
fetters  in  which  trade  had  been  so  long  coerced.  The 
Muddapollium  gold-fields  were  destined  to  repeat  for 
mankind  the  inestimable  boon  of  Australia  and  Cali- 
fornia. So  the  Prospectus  got  written,  the  company 
floated  off,  and  Ambrose  felt  that  wealth  was  almost 
within  his  grasp.  The  reflection  was  highly  agreeable ; 
the  only  drawback  was  the  necessity  for  secrecy,  and 
the  consciousness  that  Camilla,  if  she  knew  of  the 
wealth,  would  strongly  disapprove  of  the  means  by 
which  it  came. 


CHAPTEE    XXV 

A   HILLSIDE   ENCOUXTEK 
'  Tantse  ne  animis  crelestibus  irse  ? ' 

Philip's  life,  tliougli  stirred  by  a  pleasurable  excite- 
ment and  bright  in  its  outer  aspects,  was  not  without 
its  secret  misgivings.  ISTor  were  these  relieved  by  the 
behaviour  of  his  friends.  The  Eashleighs  had,  obviously, 
determined  that  it  was  most  consistent  with  their  dignity 
to  ignore  all  that  had  passed  between  Philip  and  their 
daughter.  They  received  him  with  a  cordiality  as 
ostentatious  as  he  speedily  found  it  to  be  unreal.  Xo 
true  friendship,  it  was  clear,  could  any  longer  exist. 
The  General  shirked  him,  and  repelled  his  advances 
with  haughty  politeness.  Mrs.  Piashleigh,  with  whom 
he  had  found  it  so  easy  to  chatter  in  old  days,  had  not  a 
word  to  say  to  him,  nor  he  to  her.     They  hicic,  it  was 

clear  enough,  and  though  not  choosing  to  show  it,  con- 
VOL.  II.  G 
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demned  and  despised  him.  Miss  Easlileigh  was  kinder, 
more  forgiving,  more  considerate ;  but  was  not  her 
kindness  a  little  contemptuous  ?  She  betrayed  not  the 
slightest  symptom  of  regret  or  annoyance,  and  met  him 
with  her  accustomed  cordiality ;  but  Philip  speedily 
became  alive  to  the  fact  that  he  was  being  kept  at  a 
distance,  and  that  no  renewal  of  intimacy  was  to  be 
allowed.  Chichele,  too,  who,  for  some  time,  had  not 
been  very  nice  to  Philip,  was  now  less  nice  than  ever. 
The  most  courteous  of  mankind,  and  with  an  old- 
fashioned  chivalry  of  manner  towards  women,  he  treated 
Camilla  with  a  sort  of  homage.  Nothing  was  too  good 
for  her ;  on  the  other  hand,  he  gave  Philip  to  under- 
stand by  sundry  unmistakable  hints  that  many  things 
were  too  good  for  him,  and  amongst  others,  his  wife. 
Ambrose  began  to  feel  himself,  where  from  tempera- 
ment he  most  disliked  to  be,  out  in  the  cold. 

Perhaps  it  was  this  sense  of  being  out  in  the  cold 
that  quickened  into  energetic  life  a  feeling  which,  for 
months  past,  had  been  lurking  in  Philip's  thoughts,  in 
a  fugitive,  shamefaced,  apologetic  fashion,  but  which 
now  began  to  assert  itself  with  courageous  obtrusiveness. 
It  concealed  itself  at  first,  as  bad  thoughts  are  apt  to  do, 
under  the  sjarb  of  a  virtue,  if  indeed,  with  some  natures, 
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it  be  a  virtue  to  repent.  Philip,  when  he  found  Miss 
Eashleigh  not  at  all  inclined  to  reproach  him,  had  begun, 
with  great  vehemence,  to  reproach  himself.  He  had 
treated  her  shamefully,  he  knew — and  she  knew ;  and 
the  consciousness  that  he  had  acted  badly  to  her  was 
stimulated  by  horrid  self-questionings  as  to  whether  he 
had  acted  most  wisely  for  himself, — most  advantage- 
ously for  that  all-important  aggregate  of  enjoyment, 
which  it  was  Ambrose's  supreme  concern  in  life  to  make 
as  large  as  possible  and  to  protect  from  every  risk  of 
curtailment.  Miss  Eashleigh,  it  was  certain,  was  a 
most  beautiful  creature,  bright,  frank,  natural,  prompt 
to  forget  and  forgive,  amusing,  and  easy  to  amuse. 
Ambrose  remembered  having  felt  gayer,  more  unre- 
strained, more  completely  at  his  ease  with  her  than  he 
was  ever  able  now  to  feel  with  his  wife.  Her  standard 
of  taste  and  morals  was  not  so  severe  nor  so  inflexible 
as  Camilla's.  She  was  readier  for  a  joke  and  less  exact- 
ing as  to  its  quality.  She  took  life  less  gravely.  There 
was  a  punctiliousness  about  Camilla's  mind  which 
was  sometimes  burthensome, — which  narrowed  the  area 
within  which  mirth  could  play  at  ease  and  the  point  of 
vision  from  which  things  could  be  looked  at.  Florence 
Eashleigh  fell  greatly  short  of  Camilla  in  knowledge 
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and  power  of  thought ;  but,  then,  are  knowledge  and 
power  of  thought  the  attributes  which  conduce  most 
to  perfection  in  a  wife, — to  the  ease,  comfort,  and 
happiness  of  a  husband  ?  Camilla's  very  perfection  of 
character  was  capable,  in  some  moods,  of  being  felt  as  a 
defect.  '  She  is  all  fault,'  the  poet  has  written,  '  who 
hath  no  fault  at  all.'  A  man  does  not  want  to  be  con- 
tinually confronted  with  unattainable  virtues, — to  be 
reminded,  by  contrast  with  his  nearest  companion,  of 
his  own  shortcomings  and  infirmities.  Miss  Eashleigh, 
on  the  other  hand,  made  no  pretensions  to  faultlessness  : 
did  not  this  render  her  charms  all  the  more  endearing 
to  frail  humanity  ?  She  ignored  the  past  with  a  com- 
pleteness for  which  Philip  felt  intensely  grateful.  Such 
a  faculty  of  oblivion  was  a  delightful  characteristic  in  a 
world  in  which  many  things  have  to  be  ignored.  Her 
beauty  was  more  striking,  more  impressive,  more  seduc- 
tive, more  loveable  than  ever :  and  she  w^as  as  gener- 
ous as  beautiful.  Other  people's  behaviour  to  Philip 
conveyed  a  subtle  sensation  of  reproach ;  but  Miss 
Eashleigh's  good -nature  was  spontaneous,  unstudied, 
suggestive  of  no  arriere  jpensde.  She  was  devoted 
to  Camilla,  and  evidently  intended  to  be  friends  with 
Philip.     How  could  any  man  of  sensibility  fail  to  be 
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touched  by  such  au  intention  ?  Philip  was  profoundly 
touched  and  began  to  feel  a  passionate  desire  to  set 
himself  completely  right  with  his  old  love, — to  tell  her 
how  much  of  the  old  love  was  still  alive.  And,  day  by  day, 
he  began  to  be  more  and  more  conscious  how  very  much 
alive  it  was.  Before  long  the  opportunity  arrived  ;  and 
Philip,  whose  opportunities  in  such  matters  were  never 
wasted,  spoke  out  from  the  fulness  of  his  soul.  The 
chances  of  a  hunting  morning,  on  the  mountain  side,  left 
them,  for  a  few  minutes,  close  to  one  another  and  alone. 

'  I  want  to  thank  you,'  Philip  said, '  for  all  your  kind- 
ness and  your  generosity  to  my  wife  and  to  me.  I  had 
no  claim  to  your  help ;  quite  the  reverse ;  but  you  have 
helped,  more  than  any  one,  to  reconcile  her  to  our 
Indian  exile.' 

'  I  have  to  thank  you,'  said  Florence, '  for  the  greatest 
friendship  I  have  ever  made,  and  the  one  that  I  prize 
most  in  the  world.  Indeed,  I  never  knew  what  friend- 
ship was  till  Mrs.  Ambrose  came  to  teach  me.  You 
may  well  be  happy.' 

'  I  should  be  very  happy,'  said  Philip,  '  if  I  knew 
that  you  had  reaUy  forgiven  me.' 

'  Then,'  said  Miss  Eashleigh,  with  a  cheerful  sincerity, 
'  you  may  be  more  than  happy,  for  I  do  not  consider  that 
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I  have  anything  to  forgive.  You  did  exactly  what  I  told 
you.     You  see  how  wise  it  was  to  determine  to  be  free.' 

'  Was  it  ? '  said  Philip.  '  You  were  saved  from  the 
risk  of  a  very  bad  husband  at  any  rate,  for  I  believe  I 
make  a  wretched  one.' 

'  You  will  make  a  wretched  one,'  said  Miss  Eashleigh, 
still  quite  declining  to  take  the  conversation  seriously, 
'  if  you  go  about  confessing  your  shortcomings  to  other 
ladies,  particularly  ladies  whom  you  adore  or  have 
adored.  Not  that  I  believe  that  there  are  any  short- 
comings.    I  am  confident  that  you  are  perfection.' 

'Oh  no,  I  am  not,'  said  Philip,  vexed  at  his  com- 
panion's banter ;  '  nor  do  you,  or  any  one  else  think  me 
so  ;  but  a  mass  of  imperfections,  which  are  always 
bringing  me  to  grief.' 

'  Bringing  you  to  grief  ? '  said  Florence,  scanning  the 
liillside  for  some  one  to  rescue  her  from  her  com- 
panion's inconvenient  seriousness ;  '  you  are,  by  uni- 
versal consent,  the  most  fortunate  of  mankind,  and  your 
last  stroke  of  good  fortune  has  been  the  best  of  all. 
Ah!  there  are  the  hounds  coming  out  of  the  Shola. 
Let  us  gallop  on.' 

'  Stop,'  said  Philip ;  '  do  not  laugh  at  me — you  would 
not  if  you  knew.     I  have  come  to  grief  this  time  for 
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good  and  all.  I  have  behaved  to  yon,  I  know,  like  a 
weak  fool  as  I  was.  I  could  not  help  it.  I  am  weak 
as  water  and  I  cannot  make  myself  strong  by  wishing ; 
but  I  have  deep  feelings  and  strong ;  and  the  strongest 
and  deepest  is  for  you  ;  and  I  am  the  most  wretched 
fellow  alive.     Now  what  do  you  think  of  me  ? ' 

'  I  will  tell  you  what  I  think/  said  Florence,  turning 
to  her  companion,  her  face  bloodless,  and  her  eyes 
flashing  with  excitement, — '  I  think  you  a  traitor.  You 
were  a  traitor  to  me.  Xow  you  are  a  traitor — a  ten 
times  worse  traitor — to  another.  I  will  speak  to  you 
openly,  Mr.  Ambrose,  as  your  friend — as  your  wife's 
friend.  She  is  a  sweet,  noble  nature,  the  highest  I  have 
ever  known ;  too  good  for  me ;  too  good  for  you,  or  for 
almost  any  man  :  you  have  had  the  supreme  good  for- 
tune to  get  her :  deserve  your  good  fortune  ;  worship 
her  as  you  ought ;  devote  yourself,  heart  and  soul,  to 
being  what  her  husband  ought  to  be ;  breathe  the  pure 
air  of  her  thoughts  ;  let  her  high  aims  and  pure  tastes 
be  yours ;  and  you  have  indeed  happiness — unusual 
happiness — unattainable  to  most, — before  you.  Fail  to 
do  this — behave  as  you  have  just  behaved  to  me — play 
with  each  passing  mood  as  it  comes — yield  to  each 
liking  which  besets  you — say  the  sort  of  things  that 
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you  have  said  to  me — say  them  to  other  women  who  do 
not  love  and  revere  your  wife  as  I  do — and  you  will 
come  to  grief  indeed  and  dishonour  too  ! ' 

She  was  gone,  and  Philip  was  left  alone  to  bear  his 
rebuff  as  best  he  might.  It  was  a  cruel  blow.  He  was 
in  a  tender  mood  and  in  dire  need  of  a  little  petting. 
He  would  have  liked  Miss  Eashleigh  to  forgive  and  pet 
him,  and  allow  him  the  privileges  of  confidential  repent- 
ance and  absolution.  He  pitied  himself  immensely, 
and  wanted  Miss  Eashleigh  to  join  in  the  pity  and  to 
look  at  his  case  from  the  point  of  view  from  which  it 
was  pitiable  and  not  disgraceful.  Why  had  she  been 
so  inexorable,  so  harsh  ?  She  had  turned  and  smitten 
him,  like  an  angel  in  a  holy  wrath — stern,  unforgiving, 
unpitying,  contemptuous.  She  had  never  forgiven 
him,  then,  after  all ;  her  kindness  had  been  the  mere 
simulated  goodwill  that  it  was  necessary  to  show  to 
Camilla's  husband,  however  undeserving,  for  fear  of 
hurting  her.  Why  was  existence, — which  was  intended, 
surely,  to  be  a  smooth  and  bright  affair, — replete  with 
such  embarrassing  complications,  such  mortifying  dis- 
coveries, such  humiliating  results?  Why  should  the 
accidents  of  life  place  a  girl  like  Florence  Eashleigh, 
with  all  her  beauty,  interest,  and  charm,  so  hopelessly 
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beyond  one's  reach?  Why,  when  one  sorely  needs  a 
sympathising  and  indulgent  consoler,  should  fate  pre- 
sent one  with  a  cold,  stern,  unflinching  monitress? 
Why,  when  one  is  in  a  penitential  mood,  should  one 
not  be  absolved  ? 

Florence  by  this  time  had  disappeared  over  the 
mountain  ridge.  She  was  gone,  and  gone  in  anger,  and 
the  last  bright  spot  on  Phil's  horizon  had  grown  dark 
and  cold. 


CHAPTEE  XXVI 

LADIES   IN    COUNCIL 

'  All  round  my  room  my  silent  servants  wait — 
My  friends  in  every  season,  bright  and  dim  ; 

Angels  and  seraphim 
Come  down  and  murmur  to  me,  sweet  and  low, 
And  spirits  of  the  sky  all  come  and  go. ' 

One  of  the  results,  perhaps — with  the  exception  of  his 
debts — the  most  solid  result  of  Philip's  Oxford  career, 
had  been  a  judiciously  assorted  collection  of  extremely 
well-bound  books.  There  are  volumes,  the  publishers' 
catalogues  tell  us,  which  no  gentleman's  library  should  be 
without ;  and  Philip,  in  accepting  the  dictum  in  a  gener- 
ous spirit,  had  added  to  it  the  expensive  corollary  that  a 
good  book  deserves  the  finest  coat  which  the  binder's  art 
can  give  it.  The  idea  of  parting  with  these  treasures,  at 
the  time  when  his  father  parted  with  Eed  Hazard,  had 
suggested  itself  to  Philip's  mind  among  other  possible 
expedients,  but  had  been   promptly  dismissed  as  un- 


CHAP.  XXVI  LADIES  IN  COUXCIL  91 

practical  and  irrationally  romantic.  Second-hand  books, 
he  reminded  himself,  always  fetch  a  wretched  price ; 
and  then,  was  he  not  just  starting  for  India,  wdiere  a 
good  library  would  be  amongst  the  few  possible  allevi- 
ations of  existence  ?  The  consequence  was  that  Philip 
Ambrose's  library  accompanied  him  to  Coerulea,  and  his 
house  was  now  well  stocked  with  this  delightful  order  of 
furniture.  The  beautiful  volumes  rose  high  on  the  library 
walls,  overflowed  into  the  drawing-room,  established 
themselves  in  force  on  three  sides  of  the  dining-room, 
lined  the  staircase  recesses,  and  effected  a  permanent 
foothold  on  the  landing-place.  Camilla  had  foimd  their 
number,  their  variety,  their  splendour,  among  the  chief 
attractions  of  her  new  home.  She  had  always  been  an 
eager  reader,  and  agreed  with  her  husband  in  thinking 
a  pleasant  book  all  the  pleasanter  for  exquisite  type,  fine 
paper,  and  a  rechercM  binding.  '  There  are  grand  books,' 
she  used  to  say,  '  like  grand  ladies,  that  ought  to  dress 
grandly  in  Eussian  leather  and  gilt  edges.'  Camilla's 
taste  for  good  print  and  smart  bindings,  however,  was 
but  a  foible.  Her  passion  was  for  reading,  and  the  long 
days,  while  her  husband  was  away  at  office,  gave  j)lenty 
of  opportunities  for  indulging  it.  One  morning,  wdien 
Lady  Miranda  came  across  for  her  accustomed  after- 
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breakfast  chat,  she  found  her  friend  deep  in  the  study 
of  a  sombre -coated  octavo  volume;  and,  as  she  bent 
over  her,  resting  her  hand  on  Camilla's  shoulder,  she 
read  the  heading  of  the  page,  ere  the  other  had 
closed  it. 

'What  grave  book  is  my  dear  Penserosa  so  busy 
about  ?  The  Eepublic  !  If  it  is  anything  republican  or 
revolutionary  I  shall  probably  like  it.  You  shall  read 
to  me  while  I  try  to  make  a  sketch  of  that  dear  corner 
of  your  garden.' 

'  It  is  not  revolutionary  at  all,'  Camilla  said,  with  a 
laugh ;  '  it  is  the  purest,  oldest  conservatism  possible— 
as  old  as  Plato.' 

'Plato  !'  cried  Miranda,  'what  an  odd  book  for  any 
woman  to  read — to  have  leisure  to  read !  I  wish  I  had  1 
For  my  part  I  never  read  a  word  of  anything  except 
parliamentary  speeches,  the  last  popular  novel,  and  my 
favourite  poems.     Life  is  not  long  enough.' 

'Ah,  but  you  see,'  said  Camilla,  'Coerulean  life  is 
long,  and  the  art  of  Coerulean  housekeeping — so  much,  at 
least,  as  I  can  attain  to — is  extremely  short ;  so  I  have 
taken  to  the  classics,  and  I  make  my  husband  teach  me 
Greek  in  the  evenings.  Meanwhile  I  have  become  an 
enthusiastic  Platonist.     It  is  all  so  pure,  so  serene,  so 
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exquisitely  good — the  loveliest  poetry,  surely,  that  ever 
mind  conceived.  One  breathes  another  atmosphere  from 
that  of  common  life,  like  that  of  the  enchanting  soli- 
tudes of  some  solemn  mountain  height.  I  always  feel 
as  if  one  ouQ-ht  to  come  down  from  it  to  life  aojain,  like 
Moses  from  the  mountain,  with  the  glory  still  upon  one. 
Just  listen,  now,  while  I  read  you  this.'  And  then 
Camilla  read  in  grave,  impassioned  tones : 

'  "  From  the  souls  of  those  who  have  once  gazed  on  celestial  truth 
or  beauty,  the  remembrance  can  never  be  efifaced.  Like  some  divine 
inspiration  the  glories  of  this  other  world  possess  and  haunt  them  ; 
and  it  is  because  their  souls  are  ever  struggling  upwards  and 
fluttering  like  a  bird  that  longs  to  soar  heavenwards,  and  because  they 
are  rapt  in  contemplation  and  careless  of  earthly  matters,  that  the 
world  calls  the  philosopher,  the  lover,  and  the  poet  mad.  For  the 
earthly  copies  of  justice,  or  temperance,  or  any  of  the  higher  qualities, 
are  seen  but  through  a  glass  dimly,  and  few  are  those  who  can  discern 
the  reality  by  looking  at  the  shadow.  And  thus  the  sight  of  any 
earthly  beauty  in  face  or  form  thrills  the  genuine  lover  with  unutter- 
able awe  and  amazement,  because  it  recalls  the  memory  of  the  celestial 
beauty  seen  by  him  once  within  the  sphere  of  celestial  being.  The 
divine  wings  of  his  soul  are  warmed  and  glow  with  desire,  and  he 
lives  in  a  sort  of  ecstasy  and  shudders  with  the  '  misgiving  of  a  former 
world.'" 

'  Is  not  that  beautiful  ? '  said  Camilla,  as  she  closed  the 
book  and  turned  to  her  companion,  herself  seemingly 
infected  with  something  of  the  ecstasy  of  which  she 
was  reading.     '  Does  it  not  carry  one  to  a  height  from 
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which  all  common  things  seem  mean  and  coarse  ?     Does 
not  one  seem 

'  "  To  have  seen  white  presences  upon  the  hills, 
To  have  heard  the  voices  of  the  eternal  Gods  ?"  ' 

'  Too  grand  a  height  for  me/  said  Miranda ;  *  for 
my  part,  the  beauties  of  the  world — such  enchanting 
beauty  as  we  see  from  your  window  here — need  no  such 
sublime  explanation.  Are  you  philosopher,  lover,  or 
poet,  Camilla,  that  you  take  so  high  a  flight  ?  As  for 
me,  you  know,  I  am  before  all  things  a  woman  of  the 
world  and  a  politician.' 

'Ah,  but,'  said  Camilla,  bent  on  the  conversion  of 
her  friend,  '  it  is  just  about  politics  that  I  like  Plato 
best.  Here  is  one  of  my  favourite  passages.  Let  me 
just  read  it  to  you,  and  see  if  it  does  not  make  you  in 
love  with  conservatism  : 

'  "  The}',  who  belong  to  this  small  class,  have  tasted  how  sweet  and 
hlessed  a  possession  philosophy  is,  and  have  also  seen  and  been  satisfied 
of  the  madness  of  the  multitude,  and  known  that  there  is  no  one  who 
ever  acts  honestly  in  the  administration  of  states,  nor  any  helper,  who 
will  save  any  one,  who  maintains  the  cause  of  the  just.  Such  a  saviour 
would  be  like  a  man  who  has  fallen  among  wild  beasts,  unable  to  join 
in  the  wickedness  of  his  friends,  and  would  have  to  throw  away  his  life 
before  he  had  done  any  good  to  himself  or  others.  And  he  reflects 
upon  all  this  and  holds  his  peace,  and  does  his  own  business.  He  is 
like  one  who  retires  under  the  shelter  of  a  wall  in  the  storm  of  dust 
and  sleet  which  the  driving  wind  hurries  along  ;  and  when  he  sees  the 


XXVI  LADIES  IN  COUNCIL  95 

rest  of  mankind  full  of  -wickedness,  he  is  content  if  only  he  can  lead 
his  own  life,  and  be  pure  from  evil  or  unrighteousness,  and  depart  in 
jDeace  and  goodwill,  with  bright  hopes." 

'  Well,'  said  Camilla,  as  she  came  to  an  end,  '  what  do 
you  think  of  it?' 

' "  To  be  pure  from  evil,  and  depart  in  peace  and  good- 
will, with  bright  hopes," '  said  her  companion;  'that would 
be  well  indeed !  But  as  for  the  general  idea,  I  don't 
like  it.  It  is  the  philosophy  of  a  Quietist.  I  like  the 
wind  and  the  dust  and  human  beings,  bad  as  they  maybe : 
not  that  they  are  so  bad.  I  know  a  great  many  excellent 
ones,  the  poorest  some  of  the  best.  But  as  I  said,  I  am 
a  woman  of  the  world,  and  worldly.  I  love  politics  and 
philanthropy,  and  have  a  hankering  after  revolutions. 

'  Well,'  said  Camilla,  '  for  my  part,  I  hate  wind  and 
dust  cordially,  and  am  ready  to  betake  myself,  with 
ignominious  gratitude,  to  the  kind  shelter  of  the  wall. 
I  admit  I  am  a  coward  and  frightened  to  death  at  the 
very  idea  of  a  revolution.' 

'You  would  not  be  if  you  could  see  the  poor  as  I 
have  seen  them,'  said  Miranda ;  '  the  dreadful,  sordid 
misery — the  hopelessness,  the  degradation,  the  absence 
of  everything  that  makes  life  worth  living,  or  fit  to  live. 
When  one  talks  of  liking  revolutions,  one  means  that 
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anything  is  better  than  sitting  still,  as  people  do  con- 
tentedly, in  the  midst  of  all  that  sort  of  thing,  calling 
it  the  best  of  all  possible  worlds  and  never  moving  a 
little  finger  to  mend  it.  Those  are  the  kind  of  people 
I  should  like  to  revolutionise.' 

'  So  far  we  are  all  revolutionists,'  said  Camilla ;  '  but 
then,  will  the  poor  be  better  for  mob-rule,  for  having 
their  own  blind,  ignorant  way,  and  being  led  about  by  the 
first  impostor  who  knows  how  to  tickle  their  fancy  or 
arouse  their  passions  ?  They  say  they  are  worse  off  in 
New  York  than  London.  Now  that  we  have  got  this 
beloved  Plato,  let  me  read  you  one  passage  more — it 
is  about  the  Sophists,  who,  he  says,  "act  as  keepers 
to  the  many-headed  monster  of  a  people,  understanding 
its  habits  and  humouring  its  caprices,  calling  what  it 
fancies  good,  and  what  it  dislikes  bad.  .  .  .  And  Philo- 
sophy herself,"  he  continues,  "is  left  desolate,  and  a 
crowd  of  vulgar  interlopers  leave  their  proper  trade 
and  rush  in,  like  escaped  prisoners  into  a  sanctuary,  and 
profane  the  temple  of  Truth."  Now,  is  not  that  a  good 
sketch  of  your  radical  politician,  racking  his  brains  for 
a  cry  to  rouse  the  mob  with,  or  a  "  great  movement  of 
popular  opinion "  to  carry  his  party  through  the  blun- 
ders of  a  session  ? ' 
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'You  are  a  Tory,  dear  Camilla,  of  the  bluest  dye,' 
Miranda  said,  '  and  deserve  to  live  under  a  despot.' 

'  At  any  rate,'  said  Camilla, '  I  am  well  content  to  be 
a  woman  and  to  live  out  of  the  hurly-burly ;  under  the 
protection  of  the  wall,  in  fact.  The  best  things  in  life 
seem  to  have  been  discovered  a  long  while  ago,  and  our 
progress  only  takes  us  farther  and  farther  away  from 
them ;   the  world  goes  from  bad  to  worse.' 

'  What  do  you  mean  by  the  best  things  ? '  asked 
Miranda,  aghast  at  her  companion's  pessimism. 

*I  mean  the  noblest  thoughts,'  said  Camilla;  'has 
any  one  improved  on  the  Hindoo  sages  ?  read  their  grand 
hymns — their  poems  —  pure,  serene,  sublime — and  see 
what  men  in  India  were  ages  ago,  and  look  at  what 
they  are  now,  and  talk  to  me  of  progress  ?  No  ;  I  have 
begun  to  think  the  world  a  bad  business,  too  bad  to  be 
enthusiastic  about.' 

'  It  has  its  disappointments,  of  course,'  said  Miranda. 

*Ah!'  said  her  companion,  'that  is  the  keynote  of 
the  whole — Disappointment.  It  is  the  end  of  hope,  as- 
piration, endeavour ;  it  rounds  the  little  life  of  each  one, 
and  the  doings  of  the  great  world  itself.  AU  the  good 
things,  the  bright  things,  come  but  to  that ;  they  all 
seem  to   get  spoilt — such    is    the  doom  of  man — by 

VOL.  II.  H 
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man's  own  crime  and  folly.  Look  at  Christianity  itself, 
breaking  like  a  ray  from  heaven  into  that  wretched, 
cruel,  Uas6  suffering  Eoman  world,  and  carrying  the 
idea  of  heavenly  calm,  felicity,  rapture,  to  the  poor 
souls  who  lay  in  its  abysses.  They  hoped  then,  those 
happy  people,  and  with  good  reason  clung  to  their 
blessed  hope  through  fire  and  sword  and  fiendish 
torture — and  how  has  it  turned  out  ?  Has  it  been  a 
success,  or  a  dreary,  dreadful  failure  ?  Cruel,  wicked 
wretches,  debasing  it  to  their  own  hideous  level ;  Calvin 
with  his  demon-god,  and  the  infants  a  span  long  creep- 
ing on  the  floor  of  hell ;  Rome  with  her  atheist  Popes, 
and  blood-stained  hands  and  impudent  miracle -mon- 
gering — and  the  poor  you  were  talking  about ;  just 
look  at  what  one  reads  of  them  in  London  ;  can  Pagan 
life  have  been  worse  ? ' 

*  Yes,'  said  Miranda,  '  I  believe  it  was  worse,  a 
hundred  times,  crueller,  fiercer,  more  animal-like.  You 
would  scarcely  call  Christianity  a  failure  if  you  could 
be  where  I  have  been,  and  seen  how  good,  how  noble, 
how  refined  many  poor  people  are — how  patiently  they 
suffer,  how  bravely  they  die.  And  which  is  best — your 
grand  philosophy,  too  much  shocked  at  everything  to  be 
of  any  use  ?  or  mine,  which  is  to  mend  the  present  and 
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hope  for  the  future  ?  How  can  you  be  happy  with  such 
a  creed  V 

'lam  not  happy/  said  Camilla;  'very  much  the  reverse. 
I  have  had  my  disappointment  like  the  rest  of  the  world ; 
or,  perhaps,  when  I  spoke  of  the  world,  I  meant  myself.' 

'You  shall  not  be  disappointed  this  time,'  said 
Miranda,  '  if  you  will  let  me  be  your  friend.  I  cannot 
bear  to  think  of  you  unhappy.' 

'  I  am  sure  of  that,'  said  Camilla,  as  she  drew  her 
companion  to  her  with  a  tender  embrace.  '  It  is  horrid 
of  me  to  let  my  melancholy  mood  cast  a  shade  across 
your  bright  sky.  I  began  by  hoping  too  much,  I  sup- 
pose ;  and  now  I  feel  grieved  that  life  will  not  fashion 
itself  into  the  sort  of  thing  I  longed  for.  Somehow  it 
seems  in  vain  to  aspire.  Do  you  remember  the  lines 
about  St.  Peter  in  Aurora  Leigh  1 

'  "  After  our  first  girding  of  the  loins 
In  youth's  fine  linen  and  fine  broidery, 
To  run  up  hill  and  meet  the  rising  sun, 
We  are  apt  to  sit  tired,  patient  as  a  fool, 
"While  others  gird  us  with  the  violent  bands 
Of  social  figments,  feints,  and  formalisms, 
Reversing  our  straight  nature,  lifting  up 
Our  base  needs,  keeping  down  our  lofty  thoughts, 
Head  downwards,  as  the  cross-sticks  of  the  world. 
Yet  He  can  pluck  us  from  that  shameful  cross. 
God,  set  our  feet  low  and  our  foreheads  high, 
And  show  us  how  a  man  was  made  to  walk. " ' 
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'And  how  a  noble  woman  was  made  to  walk !'  cried 
Miranda.  '  Sometimes,  dear  Camilla,  when  we  stumble 
the  most  and  the  path  seems  steepest,  is  it  not  that  we 
are  on  a  loftier  height  than  usual,  farther  from  earth 
and  nearer  to  the  stars  ? 

*  "  Though  now  he  serve  me  stumblingly,  the  hour 
Is  nigh,  when  I  shall  lead  him  into  light."  ' 

That  evening  Lady  Miranda  discussed  the  Ambroses 
with  her  husband.  Brownlow  had  dressed  them  up  in 
the  rosy  light  of  an  ideally  prosperous  and  happy  mar- 
riage, and  was  loud  in  his  praise  of  the  career  wdiich 
led  naturally  to  such  a  pleasant  form  of  life.  He  was 
charmed  with  Camilla,  and  took  her  husband  on  trust 
as  deserving  his  good  luck.  The  best  of  the  Indian 
service,  he  observed,  is  that  it  makes  it  possible  for 
young  men  and  women  to  marry  while  they  ought, 
and  enjoy  themselves  and  each  other  while  they  are 
capable  of  enjoyment. 

' Enjoyment ! '  cried  Miranda;  ' my  dear  George,  you 
know  nothing  about  it ;  you  men  can  never  see.  Mrs. 
Ambrose  is  one  of  the  most  unhappy  women  that  I 
have  ever  known ;  and,  if  I  mistake  not,  has  got  a 
husband  who  has  broken  her  heart,  or  is  on  the  high- 
road to  break  it.' 


CHAPTEE    XXYII 

A  LAND  OF  AFTERNOON 

'  In  the  afternoon  they  came  unto  a  land, 
In  which  it  seemed  always  afternoon. ' 

Despite  his  imperial  surroundings,  Chichele  proved  a 
ready  proselyte  to  Lady  Miranda's  revolutionary  creed. 
He  found,  in  truth,  that  talking  to  her  was  what  he  did 
best  and  liked  best  to  do.  Brownlow  declared  that  he 
surrendered  his  convictions  with  disgraceful  compliance 
in  the  railway  committee,  in  order  to  get  away  and 
gossip  with  her  in  the  drawing-room,  or  take  her  for 
long  rides  to  all  his  favourite  points  of  view.  Mr. 
Chichele,  on  his  part,  had  a  great  eye  for  scenery,  and 
knew  of  a  dozen  lovely  vantage-posts  from  which  the 
surrounding  country  could  be  admired  with  the  best 
effect.  Lady  Miranda  found,  on  hers,  that  cantering 
Mr.  Chichele's  ponies  over  the  long  stretches  of  smooth 
turf,  up  the  long  valleys,  or  across  the  high  Ccerulean 
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table-lands,  was  an  employment  exactly  congenial  to 
her  tastes.  They  used  to  come  all  of  a  sudden  on  the 
sweetest  little  sylvan  nooks,  from  which  the  wide 
prospect,  bathed  in  the  rich  blue  atmosphere  of  an 
Indian  afternoon,  could  be  surveyed  in  coolness  and  at 
ease.  The  Ccerulean  woodlands  creep  in  the  most 
endearing  fashion  along  the  valley  sides,  and  afford 
a  hundred  tempting  situations  to  those  who  love  to 
worship  Nature  in  her  gentlest  aspect  and  at  a  modest 
shrine.  At  some  one  of  these  pleasant  halting-places 
it  would  generally  happen  that  a  little  troop  of 
Chichele's  scarlet  folk  would  be  found  busy  ex- 
temporising a  primitive  fireplace  and  an  al- fresco 
five  o'clock  tea.  Hither,  by  degrees,  the  scattered 
members  of  the  party  would  assemble  to  chat  for 
half  an  hour  in  the  shade,  and  to  refresh  themselves 
in  the  course  of  the  long  afternoon's  ride.  Miranda 
naturally  fell  often  to  the  companionship  of  their  host, 
and  neither  of  them  felt  at  all  inclined  to  grumble 
at  the  arrangement.  Lady  Miranda  soon  began  to 
feel  at  her  ease  and  to  become  increasingly  confiden- 
tial. 

'This  is  a  favourite  haunt  of  mine,'  Chichele  said 
one  day,  as  he  threw  down  the  reins  on  the  neck  of  his 
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Arab,  who  stood  with  upturned  head  and  dilated  nostril 
enjoying  the  prospect  and  breeze  apparently  as  much 
as  did  his  master.  It  was  indeed  enchanting.  They 
had  reached  the  brow  of  a  commanding  height.  Behind 
them  lay  the  jungle  from  which  they  had  just  emerged, 
ablaze  with  wild  roses,  and  its  cool,  shady  depths  speak- 
ing of  infinite  refreshment  to  arid  souls.  Before  them 
the  mountains  fell  rapidly  towards  the  plain,  a  tumbled 
sea  of  palm  and  bamboo  and  tangling  creepers.  Each 
ravine  and  hollow,  each  bend  in  the  mountains'  side, 
stood  out  clear  and  sharp  in  the  bright  crystal  air. 
Over  all,  the  coming  twilight  shed  a  purple  haze. 
Miranda's  face  glowed  with  pleasure. 

'  This  is  delightful,'  she  cried.  '  Let  us  rest  here  and 
enjoy  it  at  peace.' 

'  Let  us,  by  all  means,'  said  Chichele,  getting  off  his 
horse  and  going  to  help  Miranda  down  from  hers. 
'  Where  in  the  world  could  half  an  hour  be  spent  to 
better  purpose  on  such  an  afternoon  as  this  ? ' 

Before,  however,  they  had  time  to  establish  them- 
selves, Brownlow  came  trotting  on  his  cob,  with  a  brisk, 
resolute  air,  and  map  in  hand.  He  pointed  to  a  distant 
headland  which  he  had  been  reconnoitring. 

'  Look  here,  Chichele,'  he  said ;  '  we  will  bring  the 
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line  up  that  opposite  hillside,  and  get  to  our  obligatory 
point  through  that  convenient  gap.' 

'  This  comes  of  having  railway  projects,'  said  Chichele. 
'  Lady  Miranda  and  I  were  abandoning  ourselves  to  the 
picturesque.' 

'  And  this  comes  of  marrying  eminent  contractors,' 
said  Miranda.  'All  one's  ideas  about  mountains  are 
merged  in  visions  of  running  trains  up  and  down  their 
sides.' 

'  And  a  very  good  vision  too,'  said  Brownlow,  with 
good-natured  authority.  'A  good  railv/ay  is  an  im- 
provement to  any  mountain.  Its  curves  are  always 
lovely.  It  emphasises  the  wildness  of  the  scene,  and 
it  enables  ten  times  as  many  people  to  see  it.  Now  let 
us  have  a  cup  of  tea,  and  then,  Chichele,  I  shall  insist 
upon  your  coming  to  the  headland  and  judging  for  your- 
self.    I  am  getting  quite  in  love  with  this  line.' 

'  A  horrid  form  of  conjugal  infidelity!'  cried  Miranda ; 
'  and  meanwhile  I  am  head  over  ears  in  love  with  this 
view,  and  I  must  positively  have  a  sketch  of  it  be- 
fore I  move.  Mr.  Chichele  was  just  going  to  show 
me  how  to  mix  my  colours  so  as  to  catch  this  heavenly 
blue.' 

'  Come,  Brownlow,'  said  Chichele ;    '  do  for  goodness'. 
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sake  sit  down  here  in  the  shade  and  behave  like  a 
Christian.  You  can  light  your  pipe  if  you  please,  and 
enjoy  the  reflection  that  this  pretty  place  where  we  sit 
will  very  likely  in  a  year  or  two — thanks  to  you — be 
a  noisy  railway  siding,  with  porters,  ticket-collectors, 
personally  conducted  excursion  trains  full  of  Cook's 
tourists,  and  pleasant  things  of  that  sort.' 

'  No,'  said  Miranda;  '  I  protest  against  such  sacrilege, 
even  in  imagination.  Be  a  little  romantic,  George,  for 
once,  and  inspired  by  the  occasion.  Don't  you  see 
Puck  and  Titania  under  the  ferns  there  and  the 
nymphs  and  fairies  dancing  down  that  pretty  glen  ? ' 

'Nymphs  and  fairies,  indeed!'  said  her  husband 
cheerfully,  proceeding  to  light  his  pipe  ;  *  but  you  have 
forgotten,  Miranda,  that  you  are  a  politician  on  the 
look-out  for  new  convictions  or  for  proofs  of  old  ones. 
You  must  not  be  too  picturesque.' 

'  A  politician  ? '  said  Chichele,  '  then  I  shall  get 
Lady  Miranda  to  bring  me  up  to  date.  My  politics 
have  grown  frightfully  rusty  with  my  two  years  of 
exile  here.' 

'She  will  like  nothing  so  well,'  said  Brownlow. 
'  Now,  Miranda,  there  is  a  chance  for  you.  Chichele's 
conscience  has  been  fallow  for  ever  so  long,  and  you 
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can  sow  what  sort  of  seed  you  please,  and  have  a  crop 
just  to  your  own  fancy.' 

'  Yes,  I  should  like  that/  Miranda  said ;  '  politics 
are  what  one  really  cares  about,  are  they  not  ?  But 
what  are  you,  Mr.  Chichele  ?     A  Liberal  ? ' 

'  Well,'  said  Chichele,  '  I  was  supposed  to  be  one 
when  I  was  in  the  House — a  weak-backed  one.  What 
I  should  be,  or  what  I  should  be  called  now,  who  can 
tell ;  but,  pray,  what  are  you  ? ' 

'  I  ? '  said  Miranda,  opening  her  beautiful  azure  eyes 
with  a  grave  look  which  Chichele  thought  extremely 
pretty ;  '  has  my  husband  never  told  you  ?  I  am  a 
Eevolutionist — a  Eed  of  the  most  anarchic  and  im- 
placable order.' 

'I  must  double  my  sentries,'  said  Chichele,  'and 
order  up  a  detachment  of  detectives.  You  stop  short 
of  dynamite,  I  hope.' 

'Just  short  of  that,'  said  Miranda,  with  a  dreamy 
hesitation,  as  if  parting  reluctantly  with  some  favourite 
project  of  annihilation ;  '  and  in  Kussia  where  they  in- 
sult and  flog  beautiful  young  women,  you  know ' 

'We  never  insult  or  flog  beautiful  young  women 
here,'  said  Chichele.  '  You  may  feel  perfectly  safe,  but 
I  am  bound  to  forbid  your  getting  up  any  revolutions  in 


XXVII  A  LAND  OF  AFTERXOON  107 

my  bit  of  India.  I  hope  you  wiU  excuse  me  ;  but  here 
in  India,  you  know,  we  have  no  politics  but  to  serve 
the  Queen  and  keep  the  country  in  order.' 

'  So  I  should  have  thought,'  said  Miranda  ;  '  but 
when  we  were  staying  with  Sir  Theophilus  Prance  the 
other  day,  we  were  surprised  to  find  that  he  knew  all 
about  the  elections,  was  thoroughly  posted  up  in  the 
gossip  of  his  county,  had  read  all  the  addresses,  and,  in 
fact,  seemed  to  be  making  a  speech  to  us  himself,  just 
as  if  we  were  constituents.     Did  he  not,  George  ? ' 

'He  did,'  said  Brownlow,  'and  a  dull  one  it  was. 
One  does  not  come  to  India  to  hear  stale  radicalism.. 
One  wants  to  get  at  something  local.' 

'  Ah,'  said  Chichele, '  but  then  Prance  is  not  local ;  he 
is  for  the  universe.  And  he  is  nursing  a  constituency, 
and,  I  imagine,  spends  his  mornings  addressing  his 
supporters  before  a  looking-glass.  He  was,  no  doubt, 
delighted  to  get  an  audience.' 

The  Brownlows,  having  witnessed  the  performance  on 
the  spot,  had  shared  the  disillusion  which  befalls  those 
inquisitive  natures  who  everywhere  want  to  go  behind 
the  scenes.  They  had  seen  the  ropes,  the  pulleys,  the 
canvas  palaces,  the  dirty  scene -shifters,  the  pearl- 
powder  and  the  rouge.     With  regard  to  Sir  Theophilus, 
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they  both  agreed,  as  with  summer's  eve — 'twas  the  dis- 
tance lent  enchantment  to  the  view.  Chichele  did  not 
even  admire  him  at  a  distance,  and  when  the  Brown- 
lows  hinted  disparagement  of  their  late  host,  was  not 
at  all  inclined  to  interfere  on  his  behalf. 

'  I  say,  Brownlow,'  he  cried,  '  do  you  remember 
Bacon's  essay  on  the  greatness  of  kingdoms  and  estates, 
that  we  used  to  be  so  fond  of,  and  the  story  about 
Themistocles  ?  Themistocles,  I  must  tell  you.  Lady 
Miranda,  being  asked  to  oblige  the  party  with  a  tune, 
answered,  as  we  should  consider,  somewhat  sententiously, 
that  he  could  not  fiddle  but  could  make  a  small  town 
into  a  great  city.  On  which  text  Bacon  preaches  an 
excellent  sermon.  Brownlow  and  I  used  to  know  it  by 
heart  in  our  Oxford  days,  when  we  studied  politics  as  a 
science.  Let  me  see  how  my  memory  serves  me.  "If," 
says  the  wise  old  gentleman,  "  a  true  survey  be  taken 
of  counsellors  and  statesmen,  there  will  be  found, 
though  rarely,  those  who  can  make  a  small  state  great 
and  yet  cannot  fiddle.  As,  on  the  other  hand,  there 
will  be  found  a  great  many  that  can  fiddle  very 
cunningly,  but  yet  are  so  far  from  being  able  to  make  a 
small  state  great,  as  their  gifts  be  the  other  way,  to 
bring  a  great  and  flourishing  estate  to  ruin  and  decay. 
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And  certainly  those  degenerate  arts  and  shifts,  whereby 
many  counsellors  and  governors  gain  both  favour  with 
their  masters  and  estimation  with  the  vulgar,  deserve 
no  better  name  than  fiddling,  being  things  rather 
pleasing  for  the  time  and  graceful  in  themselves  only, 
than  tending  to  the  weal  and  advancement  of  the  State 
which  they  serve."  Now,'  continued  Chichele,  'Sir 
Theophilus  is  always  fiddling,  always  playing  popular 
tunes,  like  Paganini,  on  a  single  string.  I  confess,  when 
this  sort  of  performance  takes  place  in  high  places,  I 
begin  to  think  that  things  look  dangerous.  I  don't  like 
his  tunes  or  his  touch.' 

'  Well,'  said  Brownlow,  tapping  out  the  remains  of 
his  pipe  and  preparing  for  a  move,  'I  don't  mind 
admitting  that  I  did  not  much  like  his  fiddling  either. 
English  platform  radicalism  does  not  seem  proper  in 
India, — it's  like  wearing  a  frock-coat  and  a  tall  hat  in 
the  sun,  you  know.  But,  seriously  now,  do  you  think  a 
man  like  Prance  can  be  really  dangerous?' 

'  I  think  him  about  as  dangerous,'  said  Chichele,  '  as 
a  child  running  about  in  a  powder  magazine  with  a 
lighted  candle.  He  may  set  nothing  on  fire ;  he  may 
escape  a  catastrophe,  but  no  one  can  say  that  he  will. 
Our  business  in  India  involves  the  feat  of  putting  the 
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very  newest,  strongest,  highly  alcoholised  of  modern 
wines  into  some  of  the  oldest  bottles  in  the  world  without 
their  bursting.  Surely  it  can  only  be  done  by  the  gentlest 
handling.  Prance  and  his  set  seem  to  court  an  explosion, 
and  to  think  it  would  not  signify.  We  have  got  two 
hundred  or  three  hundred  millions  of  people  here  upon 
our  hands,  stirred  by  all  sorts  of  fears,  tastes,  and  pre- 
judices, of  which  we  know  next  to  nothing,  and  liable 
to  impulses  as  difficult  to  judge  as  a  sub-oceanic  current. 
Englishmen,  when  they  talk  about  India,  seem  to  forget 
all  this,  and  fling  about  their  fireworks  just  as  if  such  a 
thing  as  a  mutiny  never  occurred  to  their  imagination.' 

'  A  mutiny ! '  cried  Lady  Miranda ;  '  but  that  is  a 
thing  of  the  past.' 

'  I  hope  so,'  said  Chichele  ;  '  but  the  afternoon 
is  waning,  and  Brownlow  is  becoming  impatient ;  let  us 
be  moving  homeward.' 

As  they  rode  back,  Chichele  informed  Lady  Miranda 
that  their  party  next  day  would  be  enlarged.  'My  chief- 
secretary,  Masterly,  comes  back  from  leave  to-morrow,' 
he  said.  '  He  is  immensely  clever,  has  read  every- 
thing that  ever  was  written,  and  will  be  enchanted  to 
talk  to  you  about  India  as  often  as  you  please.' 
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MASTEELY 

'  Your  reasons  at  dinner  have  been  sharp  and  sententious  ;  pleasant 
without  scurrility,  witty  without  affection,  audacious  without  inipru- 
dency,  learned  -without  opinion,  and  strange  without  heresy.' 

Masterly,  at  first  sight,  wore  an  erratic,  artistic,  un- 
conventional look,  which  suggested  rather  the  idea  of  a 
rising  academician  than  a  risen  official.  He  was  a  very 
clever  fellow,  but  had  never  conquered  the  mystery  of 
tying  his  handkerchief  in  the  conventional  bow,  or  of 
getting  his  clothes  to  behave  like  those  of  the  rest  of 
civilised  mankind.  His  manner  was  nervous,  sudden, 
apprehensive,  like  those  of  some  wild  forest  creature ; 
and,  in  fact,  he  was  continually  apprehensive  of  dull 
people  who  were  in  the  habit  of  trying  to  buttonhole 
him,  and  of  pertinacious  instigators  to  official  jobbery. 
Long  training  had  taught  him  how  to  tame  liis  features 
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to  inexpressive  quiescence,  but  nothing  could  prevent 
the  tell-tale  flashes  of  his  eye,  or  the  twitches  of  his 
nervous  lips,  that  bespoke  the  presence  of  a  latent 
electricity.  His  forehead  was  Socratic,  and  a  close  inspec- 
tion showed  that,  despite  a  general  air  of  uncouth  force, 
Nature  had  completed  him  with  the  most  delicate 
finishing  touches.  His  lips  and  chin  were  chiselled  to 
an  almost  feminine  refinement.  His  hair,  defiant  of  the 
prim,  hard  lines  which  civilisation  dictates,  fell  about 
his  temples  in  clusters  fine  as  a  woman's.  His  large, 
nervous,  well- moulded  hand,  tapered  into  long,  pliant 
fingers,  typical  of  dexterous  vigour.  No  one  who  criti- 
cally examined  his  physique  would  have  found  it 
difficult  to  understand  how  it  was  that  he  had  won  in 
a  canter  every  intellectual  race  for  which  he  had  been 
entered  at  school  and  college.  '  He  looks  delightfully 
clever,'  Lady  Miranda  said ;  '  and  I  am  certain  I  shall 
be  charmed  with  him.' 

'  I  am  not  at  all  sure  of  that,'  Chichele  replied ;  and 
when,  later  in  the  evening,  Chichele  brought  him  to  be 
introduced,  Lady  Miranda  soon  began  to  share  his  ap- 
prehension. There  was,  however,  an  impressive  air  of 
restless  capacity  about  him  which  attracted  her  im- 
mensely.    They  soon  fell  to  serious  talk. 
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*  Mr.  Chichele  has  promised  that  you  will  tell  me  all 
I  want  to  know  about  India.' 

'  All  I  know  !'  exclaimed  Masterly ;  '  I  am  afraid  you 
would  not  like  that  at  all.     I  know  too  much.' 

'  Oh,  but/  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  I  am  longing  to  hear 
about  it.  India,  I  must  tell  you,  has  always  been  my 
dream ;  it  is  so  intensely  picturesque.' 

'  Ah  ! '  said  Masterly,  w^ith  an  incisive  air,  which  his 
enemies  considered  his  most  offensive  attribute;  'but 
you  must  get  rid  of  that  illusion  at  once,  if  you  please, 
Lady  Miranda.  India  is  picturesque,  just  as  the  little 
towns  you  see  from  the  Mediterranean  are  picturesque, 
because  there  is  notliing  so  squalid,  so  hideous,  so 
tumble- down,  so  vilely  prosaic,  that  distance  will  not 
lend  it  a  touch  of  enchantment.  India  is  just  the  same 
— weU  enough  to  look  at  through  a  haze  of  Burke  or 
Macaulay's  rhetoric,  but  if  you  really  examine  it,  it  is 
one  of  the  duUest,  most  tedious,  unpicturesque  affairs  you 
can  conceive.  Every  Englishman  begins  to  learn  about 
India  from  Macaulay's  Essays  (which,  you  know,  are 
a  tissue  of  falsehoods),  and  goes  on  with  Burke's 
speeches,  which  for  exaggeration,  bombast,  mock  pom- 
posity, solemnity,  violence,  and  unfairness  are  unap- 
proachable.' 

VOL.  II.  I 
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'Then/  said  Lady  Miranda,  'you  mean  seriously 
that  I  must  leave  off  liking  Burke.  Don't  you  like 
him?' 

'I  like  him,'  said  Masterly,  'because  he  gave  vigorous 
expression  to  one  of  our  few  national  virtues,  hatred  of 
the  French  character — hating  a  Frenchman  like  the 
devil,  you  know,  as  Nelson  put  it — which  I  hope  we 
all  do  ;  but,  as  for  Burke's  speeches  about  India,  why, 
the  very  people  at  the  time  could  not  stand  them,  and 
used  to  go  away  to  dinner  while  he  went  on  refining 
and  inveighing  and  piling  up  fine  situations.  As  for 
any  one  liking  them  now,  I  always  think  of  Hamlet's 
robustious,  periwig -pated  fellow  tearing  a  passion  to 
tatters,  and  fancy  I  hear  the  rattle  of  the  tin  dagger 
with  which  he  performed  his  mock  suicide  on  the  floor 
of  the  House  of  Commons.' 

'  Well,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  I  have-  a  great  deal  to 
unlearn,  I  see.  All  the  same,  I  feel  a  sneaking  fondness 
for  some  of  the  fine  phrases  you  denounce.  There  is  a 
beautiful  one  my  husband  was  reading  me  this  morning, 
about  "  the  cries  of  India  being  carried  on  the  wings  of 
the  monsoon.'" 

'The  wings  of  the  monsoon!'  said  Masterly,  waving 
his  hand  with  an  air  of  lively  scepticism ;  '  if  Burke  had 
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known  what  a  bother  and  anxiety  the  monsoon  is  to  us, 
he  would  not  have  talked  so  glibly  about  it.' 

'  Then,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  with  an  air  of  resigna- 
tion, '  are  all  officials  as  matter-of-fact  as  you  are  ? ' 

'  Yes,'  said  Masterly,  '  all  the  good  ones ;  you  may 
find  a  little  poetry  and  romance  in  the  lower  ranks  of 
the  service,  but  it  soon  wears  off.  The  first  thing  they 
do  with  us  is  to  spoil  us.  I  got  spoilt  quickly,  luckily 
for  me.  It  was  a  cruel  process.  I  wrote  a  lovely  style 
when  I  was  a  boy, — vehement,  violent,  extravagant, 
infectious,  in  fact  quite  like  Burke ;  but  it  is  all  gone, 
alas !  The  great  thing  is,  to  write  as  if  you  were  ordering 
a  pair  of  gloves.' 

'  But  I  write  a  very  vehement,  violent,  impetuous  style 
about  my  gloves,  I  can  assu.re  you,'  said  Lady  Miranda, 
'  if  they  are  not  exactly  what  I  like.' 

'You  know  the  story  about  the  ambitious  young 
civilian  and  the  East  Indian  Director.  They  were  al- 
ways signing  minutes  and  committing  jobs — not  such 
jobs  as  the  Secretary  of  State  commits  nowadays,  but 
still  pretty  bad  ones.  Well,  the  ambitious  boy,  who 
had  just  been  jobbed  into  a  writership,  and  meant  to 
make  the  best  of  it,  asked  the  old  gentleman  "  What 
style  the  Directors  liked  ? " 
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' "  My  dear  young  friend,"  said  the  old  gentleman, 
—  can't  you  fancy  him  wiping  his  gold  spectacles  or 
pulling  down  his  buft*  waistcoat  as  he  said  it—"  the  style 
as  we  likes  is  the  humdrum." ' 

'  Well,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  the  style  as  I  likes  is 
the  humdrum,  so  there  we  are  agreed  ;  that  is  to  be 
the  style  of  my  book,  Mr.  Masterly.' 

Masterly,  whose  wide  capacities  embraced  an  ap- 
preciation of  pretty  women,  as  well  as  of  the  other  good 
things  of  life,  had  already  begun  to  think  that  his  com- 
panion was  a  remarkably  intelligent  young  lady  and 
well  worth  enticing  into  a  long  conversation.  '  But 
you  don't  look  in  the  least  humdrum,'  he  said.  '  I  am 
afraid  you  could  not  be  it.' 

'  Nor  do  you,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  but  I  am,  all  the 
same ;  you  see  I  have  had  to  spoil  my  style,  like  you, 
to  suit  the  subject.  Now  go  on  telling  me  why  Indian 
affairs  are  such  a  bore.' 

'  They  are  a  bore,'  said  Masterly,  '  because  they  are 
such  a  frightful  muddle  :  India  is  like  a  salle  a  manger 
after  a  big  table  dliote  ;  one  is  always  having  to  sweep 
away  the  crumbs  left  by  preceding  diners ;  and  I  don't 
like  sweeping  away  crumbs.  One  would  like  a  virgin 
soil  to  operate  upon — an  island  in  the  ^gean  or  some- 
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where,  with  nothing  but  groves  and  fountains  and 
dryads.' 

Miranda  felt  that  this  sort  of  thing  would  not  do  at  all. 

This  was  the  kind  of  nonsense  that  men  liked  to 
talk  to  her,  and  which  she  especially  resented  when 
she  was  wanting  to  be  serious. 

'That  does  not  sound  at  all  humdrum,'  she  said, 
'  and  I  don't  understand  you  in  the  least.  The  older 
a  country  is,  the  more  interesting,  surely,  it  must  be. 
What  can  be  duller  than  those  virgin  soils  one  hears 
about  in  new  colonies  —  so  many  hundred  thousand 
square  miles,  with  no  scenery  but  posts  and  rails,  and 
no  incidents  but  steam-ploughs  and  elevators  ? ' 

'  Delightful  simplicity ! '  cried  Masterly ;  '  that  would 
be  the  country  to  be  Chief- secretary  in!  What  an 
Arcadian  existence  !  Here,  on  the  contrary,  everything 
is  complicated  into  such  a  frightful  entanglement  that  it 
takes  a  lifetime  to  understand  it — more  than  a  lifetime. 
I  will  give  you  an  instance.  Lord  Cornwallis  was  deter- 
mined to  pass  the  Permanent  Settlement  and  have  done 
with  it — to  clear  up  the  frightful  mess  which,  in  one  way 
or  another,  had  come  about  between  landlord  and  tenant. 
Mr.  Shore,  the  well-informed,  humdrum  official,  implored 
him  to  hold  his  hand,  and  assured  him  he  did  not  know 
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half  enough  about  it  to  take  any  final  step.  Lord  Coin- 
wallis's  answer  showed  that  he  was  so  heartily  sick  of 
the  subject,  so  despairing  of  getting  at  the  bottom  of  it, 
that  he  had  made  up  his  mind  desperately  to  have  done 
with  it  once  for  all,  coutc  qid  coute.  Now,  we  know 
to  our  cost  that  Mr.  Shore  was  right,  and  Lord  Corn- 
wallis  ^^Tong ;  and  the  result  of  the  mistake  has  been 
the  deuce  and  all  for  the  Indian  finances,  for  millions 
of  tenants  and  for  us  poor  officials,  who  have  to  deal 
with  it  a  hundred  years  later.' 

'  But,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  you  forget  that  I  accept 
your  doctrine,  and  have  forsworn  the  picturesque.  I 
shall  not  put  anything  in  my  book  about  the  monsoon 
except  that  it  usually  begins  in  June,  and  I  shall 
cut  out  a  beautiful  sentence  about  twenty  centuries 
looking  down  on  us  from  the  Himalayas.  But,  Mr. 
Masterly,  what  a  sacrifice  !  and  what  a  book  mine  will 
be.  Who  will  read  it  ?  Who  wdll  publish  it,  I  should 
like  to  know  ?  I  tell  you  what ;  I  will  call  it  "  The 
Seamy  Side  of  India,"  or  something  of  that  sort ' 

'Or  ''The  Sighs  of  a  Secretary,'"  said  Masterly; 
'  that  has  a  romantic  sound  about  it,  w^hich  would  be 
impressive.' 

'  And  now,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  who  wanted  to  come 
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to  business, '  about  this  information  which  you  were  to 
give  me.  You  have  not  told  me  anything  except  that 
India  is  a  bore — that  is  not  a  suggestive  view,  is  it?' 

'  Information ! '  cried  Masterly,  '  I  shaU  be  delighted 
to  give  you  any  amount  you  like.  It  is  a  perfect  drug. 
When  you  have  finished  your  book,  send  it  to  me,  and 
I  will  have  the  necessary  statistics  filled  in  by  the 
people  in  my  office.  Will  you  have  them  in  tables  at 
the  end,  or  put  in  as  footnotes  as  the  topics  occur  ? ' 

Masterly  asked  this  question  with  an  air  of  hona  fides, 
which  Lady  Miranda  felt  to  be  extremely  impertinent. 

'  No  ! '  she  cried,  in  dismay ;  '  that  is  not  at  all  what 
I  want.  I  must  have  the  statistics  for  myself,  and 
then  when  I  have  marked,  learnt,  and  inwardly  digested 
them,  and  formed  my  views,  I  shall  then  work  them  all 
in  myself,  you  know.' 

'But  surely  that  method  won't  do,'  said  her  com- 
panion. '  I  will  show  it  in  a  minute.  Here  we  are  in 
August ;  you  will  stay  here  a  month ' 

'  Six  weeks,'  said  Lady  Miranda. 

'  Ah,'  said  Masterly,  '  another  fortnight !  that  makes 
a  difference ;  but  even  out  of  these  six  weeks  you  will 
devote  a  large  portion  to  amusement,  to  riding  with  Mr. 
Chichele  and  discussing  pretty  views  ;  a  large  portion  to 
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sight-seeing,  pure  and  simple  ;  a  large  portion  to  corre- 
spondence, a  large  portion  to  reading  the  English  papers. 
What  is  the  residue  of  your  six  weeks,  available  for  mak- 
ing up  your  mind  as  to  two  hundred  and  fifty  millions 
of  human  beings  about  whom  you  know  as  much  as 
about  the  wrong  side  of  the  moon?  No,  no  ;  my  plan 
is  the  right  one,  you  may  depend  upon  it.  Put  down 
your  impressions,  your  feelings,  your  conclusions — the 
first  thing  that  everybody  tells  you  ;  they  are  sure  to  be 
fresh,  picturesque,  and  quite  as  true  as  any  one  else's. 
Then  I  will  get  you  out  the  statistics  to  match.' 

'  No,  thank  you,'  said  Lady  Miranda  in  indignation. 
•  If  I  cannot  have  my  information  before  I  write  my 
book,  I  will  not  have  it  at  all.' 

'  Surely,'  said  Masterly,  '  that  is  unreasonable,  and 
shows,  if  I  may  say  so,  a  wrong  view  of  the  use  and 
meaning  of  figures.  What  are  statistics  ?  Groups  of 
figures  so  arranged  as  to  demonstrate  some  theory  or 
other  which  you  wish  to  establish.  You  shake  them  up, 
you  know,  like  a  kaleidoscope,  till  you  get  them  into  the 
particular  shape  you  want.  How  can  I  give  you  stat- 
istics till  I  know  what  you  want  them  for  ?  I  always 
know  what  ]\Ir.  Chichele  wants  his  for.  You  must 
really  give  me  some  clue.' 
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Masterly  looked  at  Lady  ^liranda  with  a  point- 
blank,  resolute,  self-assured  look  which  he  put  on  with 
men  who  came  to  him  for  appointments  and  had  to  be 
made  to  understand  why  they  could  not  have  them. 
This  look  generally  produced  conviction,  or,  what  did  as 
well,  prostration  He  now  paused  for  a  reply.  Lady 
Miranda  was  a  woman  of  resource  and  accustomed  to 
succeed,  and  was  neither  prostrated  nor  con\-inced. 

'  Well,'  she  said,  '  you  shall  have  your  way.  I  will 
send  you  a  piece  of  my  book  as  soon  as  it  is  finished — '-'A 
chapter  on  Secretaries,  and  how  to  manage  a  Bureau."  * 

'Or,' said  Masterly, '  call  it  "A  chapter  on  Bureaux, and 
how  to  manage  a  Secretary."  Of  course.  Lady  Miranda, 
you  shall  have  whatever  you  want,  when  you  like  it 
and  as  you  like  it.  But  now  there  is  something  that  / 
want.  I  hear  your  songs  are  delightful.  I  am  longing 
to  hear  you.     You  must  really  sing  to  us.' 

•  But  you  must  promise  to  sing  to  me'  said  Lady 
^liranda,  ''  and  then  it  is  a  bargain.' 

'  I  hope,'  said  Chichele,  as  he  wished  Lady  ^Miranda 
good-night,  '  that  you  found  your  companion  agreeable ; 
how  did  you  like  him  ? ' 

•'  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  like  him,'  said  Miranda ; 
'he   is  rather  impracticable,   and,  like   you   all,  very 
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frivolous.  He  tells  me  that  he  is  humdrum,  but  I  had 
great  difficulty  in  making  him  become  practicable  and 
talk  like  a  reasonable  being.  However,  I  have  asked 
him  to  come  for  a  ride  with  me  to-morrow.' 

'  Then,'  said  Chichele,  '  I  prophesy  that  he  will  soon 
become  as  practicable  as  you  please.' 


CHAPTEE   XXIX 

-       MASTERLY   BECOMES   PRACTICABLE 

'  Ingenium  ingens 
Inculto  latet  hoc  sub  corporo.' 

Masterly  came  the  next  afternoon  for  his  ride  in  a 
less  amenable  mood  than  ever.  The  artist  in  him  was 
supreme.  He  would  talk  of  nothing  but  music,  and  he 
was  full  of  Lady  Miranda's  songs  the  night  before. 

'  They  were  delightful ! '  he  cried,  *  really  delightful — 
that  lovely  air  from  Faust,  what  is  its  name  ?  I  have 
been  dreaming  about  it  all  last  night.  Wliat  a  genius 
Gounod  is !  is  he  not  ?  And  the  delicious  Rend  HI 
sereno.  Why  does  no  one  sing  Handel  nowadays  ?  and 
that  nocturne  of  Chopin  you  played !  It  was  a  gem. 
Ah,  Lady  Miranda,  when  one  hears  airs  like  that,  one 
feels  that  music  is  the  one  thing  really  worth  car- 
ing about  in  life,  really  worth  troubling  about !  Tell 
me,  where  did  you  learn  your  art  ?     I  feel  it  desecration 
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to  talk  about  anything  but  music  to  you.  Now  we  have  a 
nice  long  afternoon  before  us.  I  will  take  you  a  charm- 
ing, quiet  ride  where  no  one  can  interrupt  us,  and  you 
must  talk  about  music  to  me  or  sing  to  me  all  the  time.' 

Miranda  felt  very  much  discouraged,  but  it  was 
hopeless  to  struggle  against  what  was  evidently  an 
overpowering  mood.  The  only  chance  was  to  lure  her 
companion  to  more  serious  themes.  It  was  not  without 
its  element  of  charm,  moreover,  to  find  that  she  had 
had  so  appreciative  and  sympathetic  a  listener;  and 
Masterly  speedily  convinced  her  that  he  was  entitled  to 
criticise  with  the  authority  of  an  accomplished  con- 
noisseur. She  soon  found  that  he  knew  a  great  deal  on 
all  musical  topics,  and  spoke  about  them  with  a  dis- 
criminating- decisiveness  that  showed  that  his  taste — 
his  likings  and  dislikings — was  something  very  real  to 
him.  Lady  ^Miranda  found  herself — in  spite  of  her  disap- 
pointment and  her  own  intentions  in  another  direction 
— becoming  very  much  interested,  and  began  to  resign 
herself  to  her  fate  with  the  reflection  that  the  afternoon, 
if  profitless  from  the  business  point  of  view,  was  likely 
to  prove  very  agreeable. 

'  I  should  like  to  come  and  have  some  musical  morn- 
ings with  you.     I  have  a  charming  scheme — I  will  tell 
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you  what  we  will  do.  We  will  appropriate  some  of 
Mr.  Chichele's  fiddlers  and  a  violoncello,  and  have  a 
real,  serious  time  with  the  old  masters.  I  have  heard 
no  Beethoven  for  an  age.  What  is  the  Sonata  with 
the  wild  scherzo  that  begins  like  this  V  and  Llasterly 
hummed  the  air,  and  Lady  Miranda  discovered  that 
his  ear  was  true  to  a  nicety  and  his  voice  a  plaintive 
tenor  that  sounded  delicate  and  melodious. 

'  Ah,'  she  said, '  you  sing,  I  see  ! '  And  when  they  got 
home  it  turned  out  that  Masterly  could  sing,  if  not  with 
a  finished  exactness,  yet  with  perfect  sense  of  musical 
effect,  and,  at  any  rate,  quite  well  enough  to  be  an 
agreeable  partner  in  a  duet.  And  then  Lady  Miranda's 
portfolios  abounded  in  many  charming  duets,  which 
were  explored,  practised,  and  performed  for  the 
benefit  of  the  performers  and  of  Chichele  and  his 
guests. 

This  common  taste  in  music  naturally  led  the  way  to 
mutual  confidences  in  other  directions,  and  Lady  Miranda 
found  the  task  of  exploring  Masterly  at  once  easy  and 
agreeable.  Masterly  entirely  threw  off  the  artificial  air 
of  cynicism  which  he  had  worn  the  night  before,  and 
allowed  aU  the  blossoms  of  his  nature  to  expand  in  a  way 
that  Lady  Miranda  felt  to  be  deeply  gratifying.    He  re- 
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sponded  at  once  to  her  lead  into  book-talk,  and,  to  her 
surprise,  knew  more  about  all  the  latest  publications  in 
England  than  she  did  herself,  or  than  even  the  more 
cultured  of  those  among  whom  she  lived.  Her  husband 
had  been  a  great  reader  in  his  way  ;  but  his  busy  life 
left  him  little  leisure  for  anything  but  the  Times,  the 
most  talked-of  review  of  the  month,  and  any  novel  which 
she  considered  good  enough  to  recommend  to  him.  For 
poetry  Mr.  Brownlow  had  but  an  unsympathetic  toler- 
ance ;  Browning  he  condemned  as  an  unintelligible 
farrago  of  crude  thoughts  and  obscure  language,  which 
it  was  an  impertinence  to  palm  off  as  art  on  the 
credulity  of  mankind.  Swinburne  was  violent,  silly, 
extravagant  rhapsody.  Tennyson  not  violent  enough, 
and  growing  washier  every  year. 

'Chichele  and  I,'  he  said,  'used  to  think  a  great 
deal  of  it  when  we  were  cultivating  conservatism  and 
sestheticism  at  Oxford,  and  the  Princess,  I  admit,  was  a 
pretty  skit.' 

'  A  what ! '  exclaimed  Lady  Miranda  in  horror ; 
'  the  songs  in  the  Princess  a  skit  ?  Well,  George,  what 
next?' 

'Well,  Miranda,'  replied  Brownlow,  'it  was  a  skit, 
you  know,  at  women's  rights  and  girl-graduates  and  all 
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that  sort  of  thing  ;  and  now  we  have  got  the  real  thing, 
notwithstanding.' 

'You  must  remember  that  I  was  a  girl-graduate 
myself,  and  only  left  college  to  marry  the  most  prosaic 
of  mankind.  I  wish  I  had  stayed  and  become  a  mis- 
tress of  arts.' 

'  You  are  perfection  as  you  are,'  said  her  husband ; 
'but  you  will  never  convince  me  that  poetry  is  any- 
thing but  rhetoric  with  a  jingle,  and  rhetoric  anything 
but  unhealthy  prose.' 

'  Stop,  stop  ! '  cried  Miranda  in  despair ;  '  it  is  pro- 
fanation. Here,  George,  is  Sir  T.  Brassey's  Work  and 
Wages  of  the  Labouring  Classes  for  you.  Will  that  do  ? 
— as  healthy  and  prosaic  as  you  please.' 

'  If  you  had  got  two  thousand  labourers  all  wanting 
their  wages  on  Saturday  nights,  as  I  often  have,  you 
would  learn  that  there  is  some  poetry  in  that  too,' 
said  her  husband ;  and  so  their  discussion  would  end, 
and  Lady  Miranda  would  admit  to  herself  that  poetry 
was  not  in  her  husband's  line,  and  was  not  a  good  thing 
to  talk  about  to  him. 

But  now  Masterly,  having  brought  her  to  a  lovely 
valley  and  a  woodland  which  was  one  great  tangle 
of  wildflowers,   and   every   branch   half- hidden   with 
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orchids  and  ferns,  and  the  mountain  side  beyond  alive 
with  waving  grasses  and  flecked  with  passing  clouds 
and  the  afternoon  shadows — burst  out,  of  his  own  accord, 
into  a  Wordsworthian  rhapsody. 

'  I  have  christened  this  place  the  Daffodils,'  he  said. 
'  It  always  comes  into  my  head  when  I  am  here.  What 
a  pretty  picture  it  is  ! — 

'  * '  I  wandered  lonely  as  a  cloud 

That  floats  on  high  o'er  vales  and  hills, 

When  all  at  once  I  saw  a  crowd, 
A  crowd  of  golden  daffodils, 

Beside  the  lake,  beneath  the  trees, 

Fluttering  and  dancing  in  the  breeze. 

'  "The  waves  beside  them  danced,  but  they 

Outdid  the  sparkling  waves  in  glee  ; 
A  poet  could  not  but  be  gay 

In  such  a  jocund  company  ; 
I  gazed  and  gazed,  but  little  thought 
What  wealth  the  show  to  me  had  brought. 

' ' '  For  oft  when  on  my  couch  I  lie, 

For  vacant  or  for  pensive  mood, 
They  flash  upon  that  inward  eye 

That  is  the  bliss  of  solitude  ; 
And  then  my  heart  with  pleasure  fills, 
And  dances  with  the  daffodils."  ' 

Lady  Miranda  listened  with  delight ;  and  then  Mas- 
terly's  tongue  was  loosed,  and  the  rich  storehouse  of 
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memory,  from  which  nothing  that  he  liked  seemed  ever  to 
fade,  poured  out,  at  the  touch  of  a  kindred  soul,  its  hidden 
treasures  of  delight.  Masterly  seemed  to  know  every- 
thing by  heart,  and  to  love  all  Miranda's  chosen  passages 
with  a  discerning  devotion,  which  sent  him  up  at  once 
many  steps  in  her  esteem. 

*Ah!'  he  said,  as  they  rode  on,  '"That  inward  eye 
that  is  the  bliss  of  solitude  " — one  has  plenty  of  use  for 
that  in  India,  Lady  Miranda,  I  can  tell  you.  Woe  to 
the  wretch  who  has  it  not,  and  sees  nothing  but  a 
world  of  dull  surroundings.' 

*  But,'  said  his  companion,  '  your  life  does  not  look 
to  me  at  all  dull.  I  think  I  should  like  it.  It  is  so 
delightfully  free.' 

Masterly  turned  upon  her  with  a  sudden  earnestness 
as  unlike  as  possible  to  his  usual  tone  of  persiflage. 

'  Yes,'  he  said ;  '  free  as  the  desert, — "  the  desolate 
freedom  of  the  wild  jackass," — freedom  from  the  people 
you  care  about,  the  things  you  are  interested  in,  the 
places  you  love — freedom  from  everything  but  what  can 
be  tied  up  in  red  tape  and  put  in  a  despatch-box — free- 
dom which  is  free  in  the  same  way  that  the  Eoman's 
solitude  was  peace.' 

'You  have  disliked  India,  then,  very  much  some- 

VOL.  II.  K 
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times?'  said  his  companion;  'what  a  dreadful  descrip- 
tion !' 

'  I  love  these  lonely  highlands/  said  Masterly,  lost 
apparently  to  all  but  the  scene  around  him,  '  with  the 
monsoon  rushing  over  them  with  its  precious  burthen 
for  the  famished,  parched  plains  below.  There  is 
poetry  in  it,  is  there  not?  But  you  should  see  an 
Indian  plain  the  week  before  the  rains  begin  to  know 
how  poetical  they  are.  Evelyn's  song  is  a  prayer  to 
the  south-west  monsoon : 

• "  0  diviner  Air  ; 
Through  the  heat,  the  drouth,  the  dust,  the  glare, 

Far  from  out  the  west  in  shadowing  showers. 
Over  all  the  meadows  baked  and  bare, 
Making  fresh  and  fair 
All  the  bowers  and  the  flowers — 
Fainting  flowers,  faded  bowers — 
Over  all  this  weary  world  of  ours 
Breathe  diviner  Air." ' 

Masterly  had  taken  off  his  hat  to  have  full  enjoy- 
ment of  the  breeze  that  was  tossing  his  hair  into  wilder 
disarray  than  usual.  His  eye  had  lit  up  with  anima- 
tion ;  his  face  was  bright  with  power,  tenderness,  pathos. 
His  voice,  as  he  recited,  trembled  with  feeling.  Lady 
Miranda  felt  that  for  once,  in  a  cold  world  of  common- 
place, she  had  hit  upon  a  vein  of  true  romance,  and 
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forgot  lier  desire  to  be  instructed  in  the  keener  enjoy- 
ment of  being  charmed.  Masterly  was,  she  felt,  a 
kindred  spirit  with  whom  it  would  be  natural  to  be 
confidential  about  more  interesting  topics  than  the 
Indian  politics. 

'Look,'  said  Masterly  at  last,  as  a  black  mass  of 
cloud  came  rolling  over  the  mountain  side  and  blotting 
out  all  the  sweet  glory  of  the  afternoon  : 

' ' '  Far  along  the  world-wide  whisper  of  the  south  vnnd  rushing  warm, 
With  the  standards  of  the  people  ploughing  thro'  the  thunder-storm, 
And  the  nation's  airy  navies  grappling  in  the  central  blue."' 

'  Yes ! '  cried  Lady  Miranda,  by  this  time  in  the  highest 
spirits  at  having  thoroughly  enjoyed  her  afternoon — 
'  yes,  here  they  come,  and  we  shall  have  the  results  of 
the  battle  upon  us  in  another  minute.  Let  us  gallop 
homewards  while  we  can.' 

'Well,'  said  Chichele,  as,  half  an  hour  later,  he 
helped  her  down  from  her  pony,  dripping  with  the 
heavy  downpour  of  a  mountain  shower,  '  how  did  you 
get  on  ?     Was  he  practicable  ? ' 

'  Most  practicable  and  most  delightful,'  said  Miranda, 
'  and  the  least  humdrum  person  I  have  ever  met.' 


CHAPTEE   XXX 

MRS.   PAEAGON'S   triumph 

•  Ros.  What  think  you  of  falling  in  love  ? 

'  Cel.  Marry,  I  prithee,  do,  to  make  sport  withal  ;  but  love  no 
man  in  good  earnest ;  nor  no  further  in  sport  neither  than  with  safety 
of  a  pure  blush  thou  mayest  in  honour  come  off  again. ' 

As  You  Like  It. 

Chichele  always  felt  himself  well  off  when  he  had 
Mrs.  Paragon  and  the  Eashleighs  to  dinner,  especially 
when,  as  not  unfrequently  happened,  Mrs.  Eashleigh 
was  not  well  enough  to  come,  and  Chichele,  accord- 
ingly, escaped  the  responsibility  of  entertaining  her. 
This  was  one  of  the  social  obligations  for  which  Chichele 
felt  himself  perfectly  inadequate.  She  was  a  nice,  excel- 
lent, ladylike  woman,  but  Chichele  found  her  difficult  to 
talk  to.  His  attempts  at  conversation  used  to  die  away 
like  abortive  fireworks,  and  he  used  to  sit  in  despairing 
silence,  enviously  watching  the  flow  of  talk  around  him, 
and  wondering  what  the   deuce  he  should  say  next. 
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Providence,  which  tempers  the  wind  to  the  shorn  lamb, 
came  to  the  aid  of  Chichele  in  the  shape  of  a  con- 
valescent home  for  Europeans,  on  which  Mrs.  Eashleigh 
and  Chichele's  views  entirely  harmonised,  and  about 
which  the  lady  was  delighted  to  talk  for  ever.  Chichele 
used  to  say  that  this  home  had  been  Ms  saving,  if  no- 
body else's.  But  with  Mrs.  Paragon  and  Miss  Eash- 
leigh Chichele  found  himself  in  no  danger  of  needing 
congenial  topics  of  conversation.  Mrs.  Paragon  was 
a  chatterbox  of  the  first  water.  She  brought  with  her 
the  freshest  piece  of  gossip,  the  last  hon  mot  achieved  in 
Ccerulean  circles,  Masterly's  newest  witticism,  the  last 
wave  of  rumour  from  Simla.  Always  fully  primed 
with  interesting  material — longing  to  let  it  off, — good- 
natured,  high-spirited,  and  vivacious — her  pretty  person 
set  off  to  the  best  possible  advantage  in  a  series  of  well- 
considered  toilettes — her  presence  was  generally  ad- 
mitted to  add  lustre  to  the  entertainments  at  which 
she  appeared.  Chichele,  at  any  rate,  very  much  liked 
to  have  her  as  a  guest. 

He  had  with  good  reason  great  confidence  in  Mrs. 
Paragon's  resources  in  the  way  of  devising  amusements 
for  his  guests.  '  You  must  really  come  and  stay  with 
me,'  he  had  said,  directly  he  had  heard  of  the  Brownlows' 
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intended  visit,  'and  keep  everything  straight  for  me. 
Without  you  I  shall  get  into  some  frightful  confusion,  I 
am  certain.'  Mrs.  Paragon  was  only  too  delighted  to 
come :  she  arrived,  at  the  proper  moment,  with  several 
bullock-loads  of  boxes,  full  of  pretty  dresses,  and  de- 
voted herself  with  praiseworthy  alacrity  to  keeping 
the  house  in  order  and  all  the  guests  comfortable  and 
well  pleased.  She  assisted  the  A.D.C.'s  in  arranging 
the  parties,  settled  who  should  be  asked,  and  who  should 
take  whom  into  dinner,  inspected  and  criticised  thememts, 
had  long  and  confidential  communications  with  Chichele 
and  the  major-domo,  and, — all  her  duties  decently  fulfilled, 
— used  to  come  down  to  dinner,  the  picture  of  innocent 
freshness,  looking  as  if  no  weightier  anxieties  than  those 
of  her  own  ambrosial  toilette  had  engaged  her  thoughts. 
In  public  she  retired  gracefully  into  the  background, 
after  discharging  satisfactorily  all  these  important  and 
responsible  functions.  As  Chichele  said,  she  was  a 
woman  of  unusual  tact ;  and  it  was  to  her  ear  that  he  first 
entrusted  a  project  of  amusement,  which  had  shaped 
itself  vaguely  in  his  mind,  but  as  to  the  feasibility  of 
which  he  felt  grave  misgivings.  This  was  to  carry  off 
the  entire  party  to  a  lovely  glen  some  twenty  miles  away, 
among  the  mountains,  where  the  scenery  was  wilder,  the 
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solitude  more  complete,  and  life  more  unconventional 
than  at  his  mountain  headquarters. 

'  Here,'  said  Chichele,  '  we  will  take  our  ease.  Lady- 
Miranda  can  write  up  her  journal,  and  you  ladies,  who 
are  so  fond  of  discussion,  may  have  a  symposium  and 
settle  all  the  mysteries  of  existence  to  your  heart's 
content  without  the  least  risk  of  doing  anybody  any 
harm.  You  may  sit,  like  the  angels  in  Milton,  ''upon  a 
hill  retired — in  thoughts  more  elevate,  and  reason  high 
of  Providence,  foreknowledge,  will,  and  fate — fixed  fate, 
free  will  " — your  own  sweet  wills,  that  is,  and  the  fixed 
fate  of  your  husbands,  and  anything  else  you  please. 
Then,  when  you  are  tired  of  discussion  and  have  amused 
one  another,  we  will  all  tell  stories  in  turn  like  the 
people  in  the  Decameron,  only  that  our  stories  will  aU 
be  proper  ones,  of  course.' 

'  Delightful,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon  ;  '  I  have  a  charming 
story  that  I  am  dying  to  tell  already.  We  will  consider 
it  settled,  and  the  A.D.C.'s  and  I  will  arrange  the 
details  to-morrow.' 

'  You  will  have  to  get  round  Masterly,'  Chichele  said ; 
'  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  if  he  will  allow  me  to  go.  He 
wiU  say  it  is  impossible,  and  he  is  awfully  immovable, 
you  know.     I  don't  envy  you  the  job.' 
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'  Pour  etre  difficile  la  taclie  n'est  que  plus  glorieuse,' 
said  Mrs.  Paragon,  with  a  pleasant  assurance  of  her 
powers  of  carrying  her  way ;  '  you  will  see  I  shall 
manage  him.'     And  she  was  as  good  as  her  word. 

Next  morning  Mrs.  Paragon  found  Masterly  alone  in 
the  breakfast -room  before  the  rest  of  the  party  had 
assembled,  and  confided  to  him  with  a  gleeful  audacity 
the  project  which  she  and  Mr.  Chichele  had  concocted 
the  night  before.  '  We  are  going  on  an  expedition  to 
the  Upper  Eanges  for  a  week.  We  shall  leave  dull  care, 
debts,  duty,  dotage,  dearly  beloved  darlings  of  husbands, 
and  all  the  other  troublesome  Ds.  behind  us,  and  amuse 
each  other  for  a  week  with  talking  philosophy  and 
looking  at  the  world,  like  St.  Simon  Stylites,  from 
a  pinnacle.' 

'  And,  amongst  the  other  Ds.,  how  about  despatch- 
boxes  and  determined  demons  of  Secretaries  ?'  asked 
Masterly. 

'  Of  course  you  are  to  come,'  said  his  companion  ;  '  we 
could  not  possibly  do  without  you — you,  and  as  many 
clerks  and  red  boxes  as  you  please.' 

'  My  dear  Mrs.  Paragon,'  said  Masterly,  '  it  is  simply 
out  of  the  question.  I  can't  possibly  come,  nor  can  Mr. 
Chichele ;  what  can  he  have  been  dreaming  of?' 


XXX  MRS.  paragon's  TRIUMPH  137 

'  Of  fair  women/  said  Mvs.  Paragon,  '  and  other  nice 
persuasive  things.  Now,  Mr.  Masterly,  don't  be  dis- 
agreeable, please — but  come,  like  a  good  creature.' 

'  A  good  creature !  Mrs.  Paragon/  cried  the  other, 
taking  off  his  spectacles  and  wiping  them  with  an  air 
of  determination ;  'don't  good  creature  me.  Weave  your 
spells  for  amiable,  enthusiastic  weaklings  like  Ambrose. 
But,  seriously,  it  is  out  of  the  question.  Neither  of  us 
can  go.  Mr.  Chichele  is  in  frightful  arrears  as  it  is — 
about  ten  big  things  all  wanting  immediate  disposal.  I 
can't  get  a  stroke  of  work  out  of  him.' 

'You  are  a  perfect  tyrant;  we  will  incite  him  to 
rebellion — go  we  must  and  shall.' 

'  Temptress!'  cried  Masterly,  throwing  himself  into  an 
attitude  of  deprecation : 

'  "  Thou  hast  metamorphosed  me, 
Made  me  forget  my  studies,  lose  my  time, 
AVar  with  good  counsel  (the  Governor-General's),  set  the  world  at 

naught, 
Made  wit  Avith  musings  weak," 

and  generally  played  the  deuce  with  me.  No  ;  I  can't 
and  won't.  This  very  morning  the  Government  of 
India  has  been  telegraphing  for  an  answer  about  our 
Hills  railway.' 
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'  Telegraph  back  to  say  that  you  have  gone  to  the 
hills  to  look  at  it.' 

'  Sir  Theophilus  Prance's  project  is  waiting  for  ours. 
He  will  be  very  angry.' 

'Sir  Theophilus  Prance!'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  with  a 
seductive  pout;  'tell  him  you  have  called  a  mass 
meeting  to  consider  it,  and  mean  to  settle  the  question 
of  its  advisability  by  universal  suffrage  of  Coerulean 
peasants.  But  come  now,  do  please,  there's  a  good 
creature.' 

'  Will  you  promise  to  call  me  a  good  creature  every 
day  ? '  said  her  companion. 

'  Twice  a  day,  three  times  a  day,  and  all  day  long,' 
said  the  enchantress ;  '  only  come.' 

'  Well,'  said  Masterly,  '  it  is  very  wrong ;  I  shall  be 
as  dull  as  ditch  water  and  as  cross  as  two  sticks.' 

'  Only  come,'  said  the  triumphant  Mrs.  Paragon, 
'  and  I  will  keep  you  as  sweet  as  sugar ;  and  then, 
I  must  tell  you,  the  whole  thing  is  to  be  very  intel- 
lectual.' 

'  Intellectual ! '  cried  Masterly ;  '  then  I  certainly 
won't  come.' 

'Yes,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  recalling  the  terms  of 
Chichele's  invitation  with  a  wild  inaccuracy,  which  was 
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her  especial  forte ;  *  we  are  to  sit  on  a  hill  retired,  and 
discuss  fate,  foreknowledge,  and  free  trade,  like  the 
people  in  Milton.' 

It  was  Mrs.  Paragon's  foible  to  appropriate  every 
phrase  which  pleased  her  ear,  without  in  the  least 
understanding  it,  and  her  fate,  accordingly,  to  achieve 
blunders  which  would  have  done  honour  to  Mrs. 
Malaprop.  Her  friends  took  these  occasional  slips  as 
a  matter  of  course. 

'  Ah  ! '  said  Masterly,  '  suggestive  topics  indeed  ! 
all  the  same  free  trade  had  not  been  invented  when 
Milton's  fallen  angels  had  their  symposia.' 

'  But  lovely  woman  had,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  with  a 
blush  at  her  mistake,  which  more  than  atoned  for  it. 
'Anyhow,  we  are  to  have  a  small,  private  debating 
Society  all  to  ourselves,  and  as  I  regard  argument  as  my 
forte,  I  look  forward  to  it  immensely.  I  am  burning 
to  convince  you.' 

'The  logic  of  beauty  is  always  irresistible,'  said 
Masterly ;  '  I  suppose  you  must  have  your  way.' 

'  You  are  a  dear  creature,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  radiant 
with  success  ;  and  then  the  rest  of  the  party  came  in 
to  breakfast. 

'  That  is  07ice'  said  Masterly,  as  he  took  his  seat  by 
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Mrs.  Paragon ;    '  remember  it  is  to  be  three  times  a 
day  for  the  next  fortnight.' 

Mrs.  Paragon  beamed  him  a  whole  volume  of  '  dear 
creatures '  out  of  her  sweet  blue  eyes,  and  settled  her- 
self to  breakfast  with  the  agreeable  sensation  of  having 
already  done  a  very  good  day's  work. 


CHAPTEE    XXXI 

A    HILL   COXCLA.VE 

'  "We  had  books  among  the  Hills, 
Strong  words  of  counselling  souls  confederate — 
With  local  pines  and  waters. ' 

'  He  has  consented ! '  Mrs.  Paragon,  blushing  joy- 
ously, informed  Chichele,  as,  a  minute  or  two  after- 
wards, he  came  in  and  took  the  vacant  seat  beside  her ; 
'  now  talk  to  me  about  diplomacy ! ' 

*  Venus  Victrix  ! '  said  Chichele,  '  I  had  no  idea  he 
was  so  weak-minded.  What  is  this,  Masterly,  that  you 
and  Mrs.  Paragon  have  been  plotting  against  my  vows 
of  diligence?  When  a  man's  own  secretary  betrays 
him  into  picnics,  Lady  Miranda,  what  is  the  good  of 
one's  vows  of  assiduity  ?  My  dear  Masterly,  I  had  no 
idea  you  were  so  unprincipled.' 

'The  woman  that  thou  gavest  me,  sir,'  said  Mas- 
terly ;    '  when  a    governor,  Lady  Miranda,  besets   his 
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secretary's  path  with  lovely  woman,  what  is  the  good 
of  one's  well-known  devotion  to  duty  and  determin- 
ation of  character?  I  confess  to  being  completely 
demoralised.' 

'  Not  at  all,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon ;  '  self-surrender  is 
the  keystone  of  morality.  Besides,  as  I  told  you,  we 
are  to  be  extremely  industrious,  and  settle  all  the  gi'eat 
unsettled  questions  of  the  day,  sitting  on  a  hill  retired, 
like  the  people  in  Paradise  Lost! 

'  But  I  bar  theology,'  said  Brownlow,  who  came  in 
from  the  garden  with  a  volume  under  his  arm ;  '  please 
to  remember  that  a  theological  discussion  is  fit  employ- 
ment only  for  fallen  spirits  in  torment ' 

'  Or  a  Scotchman  in  his  kirk,'  said  Chichele, — 'though, 
by  the  way,  that  comes,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  to 
pretty  much  the  same  thing.' 

'  Just  let  me  read  you,'  said  Brownlow,  *  a  good 
story  I  came  upon  in  my  Lecky  this  morning.  Once 
upon  a  time,  you  must  know,  in  the  reign  of  George 
the  Second,  there  was  a  Mr.  Francis  Hutchinson, 
who  was  Professor  of  Moral  Philosophy  somewhere 
or  other,  and  had  a  turn  for  liberal  ideas.  Well,  in  his 
youth  the  unfortunate  man  came  home  for  a  holiday 
and  was   invited  to  occupy  his  father's   pulpit,  and, 
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naturally,  threw  his  audience  into  moral  convulsions. 
"  Your  silly  son  Frank,"  one  of  the  elders  said,  "  has 
fash'd  a'  the  congregation  wi'  his  idle  cackle ;  for  he 
has  been  babbling  this  'oor  aboot  a  gude  and  benevolent 
God,  and  that  the  souls  of  the  heathen  themselves  will 
gang  to  heaven  if  they  follow  the  licht  of  their  ain  con- 
sciences. Not  a  word  does  the  daft  boy  ken,  speer,  nor 
say,  aboot  the  gude  comfortable  doctrines  of  election, 
reprobation,  original  sin,  and  faith.  Hoot  man,  awa' 
with  sic  a  fellow."  ' 

'Gude  comfortable  doctrines,  indeed  !'  cried  Chichele. 
'Well,  we'll  have  none  of  them  at  Devi  Shola,  except, 
perhaps,  a  little  original  sin  to  season  our  virtue,  and 
preserve  it  from  the  flatness  of  monotony.' 

'  And  one  point  of  faith,'  said  Masterly,  '  which  shall 
be  "  totius  mundi  ac  ecclesiae : "  we  all  believe  devoutly 
in  Mrs.  Paragon.  But  what  tremendous  fellows  those 
Scotchmen  are.  I  have  a  good  story  about  one.  He  was 
boasting  that  Scotch  apples  were  far  superior  to  American.' 

'  Come,  come  !'  some  one  said,  'you  don't  really  mean 
to  say  that ! ' 

'  I  do,'  said  the  Scotchman,  '  but  I  must  premeese 
that  I  like  them  soor  and  hard.' 

'Ah  1 '  said  Chichele,  'and  that  is  how  they  like  their 
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theology  too,  "  soor  and  hard."  I  remember,  the  last 
time  I  was  in  Scotland,  asking  a  comely  young  house- 
wife, who  was  petting  her  baby  with  a  tender  air,  what 
was  the  difference  between  her  religion  and  that  of  half 
a  dozen  conventicles  which,  along  with  the  public- 
houses,  monopolised  the  main  street  of  the  village. 
"There's  just  nae  difference,  that  I  ken  on,"  she  said 
good-naturedly,  "except  that  we  shall  be  saved  and 
they  will  be  damned."  But  about  this  expedition  to 
the  Shola,  I  shall  insist  on  real  hard  w^ork.  Lady 
Miranda  will  be  busy  with  her  book  and  her  sketch- 
ing, and  will,  no  doubt,  require  Masterly's  continuous 
assistance.  So  I  shall  have  all  his  work  to  do  as  well 
as  my  own.  Besides,  I  am  going  to  read  Dante  with 
Miss  Kashleigh.  But  we  must  have  some  regular  discus- 
sions. Mrs.  Paragon  has  already  promised  me  a  speech.' 

'  Yes,  and  I  am  polishing  it  up  in  private,'  said  Mrs. 
Paragon;  'my  peroration  will  be  lovely — prepare  for 
rapture.' 

'I  do  not  suppose  we  shall  be  touched,  even  by 
Mrs.  Paragon,'  said  Masterly  ;  '  not  even  her  persuasive 
lips  will  melt  our  unromantic  hearts — ours  is  an  iron 
age.  A  century  ago  people  were  far  more  demonstrative. 
I  was  reading,  somewhere,  the   other  day,  that  when 
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Sheridan  finished  his  speech  on  the  Begum  charge,  he 
was  greeted  by  all  his  friends  throwing  themselves  on 
his  neck  in  raptures  of  joy,  and  Burke  caught  him  in  his 
arms  as  he  sat  down/ 

'  Well,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  '  I  wonder  whether  any 
one  will  catch  me  in  their  arms  when  I  sit  down  at  the 
conclusion  of  my  speech.  Mr.  Ambrose,  I  know  I  may 
depend  on  you,  faute  de  miew:.  But  what  a  phlegmatic 
age  ours  is !  and  why  is  everybody  so  horribly  un- 
demonstrative V 

'  But  we  do  not  mean  to  be  undemonstrative  at  all,' 
said  Masterly ;  '  I  already  feel  an  inward,  anticipatory 
stirring  of  emotion,  and,  if  any  one  is  permitted  to 
catch  you,  Mrs.  Paragon,  as  you  close,  the  privilege 
will  be  mine.  It  is  always  done  by  the  Chief- 
secretary  :  a  mere  boy  like  Ambrose  could  not  be 
trusted  to  do  it  properly,  and  it  would  be  a  breach  of 
etiquette.' 

'It  will  be  into  my  arms,  if  into  any  one's,'  said 
Chichele  authoritatively,  '  that  Mrs.  Paragon  will  fall. 
Masterly  is  too  impassioned  for  such  an  experience. 
He  would  be  thinking  about  it  afterwards,  and  I  should 
get  no  work  out  of  him  for  a  week.  But  I  am  very 
cross   this  morning.      Lord  Flake,  who  was  here  for 

VOL.  IL  L 
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a  fortniglit  last  year,  has  been  making  a  speech  about 
India  in  the  House  of  Lords  and  has  called  us  all 
Proconsuls.  Why,  on  earth,  if  a  man  has  the  bad  luck 
to  be  exiled  to  India,  should  people  aggravate  his 
miseries  by  calling  him  a  proconsul?' 

One  of  Mrs.  Paragon's  strong  points  was  a  lovely 
pout,  with  which  she  frequently  emphasised  her 
observations.  She  made  use  of  it  on  the  present 
occasion. 

'A  proconsul!'  she  cried,  in  tones  of  scorn,  'a  word 
that — like  prig,  prim,  prude,  propriety,  and  a  quantity 
more — justifies  a  pet  theory  of  mine  that  all  things 
that  begin  with  PE  are  objectionable.' 

'What  do  you  say  to  Prince  of  Wales?'  asked 
Ambrose. 

This  was  a  telling  stroke,  for  that  royal  personage 
had  smiled  upon  Mrs.  Paragon,  had  sent  for  her  to  be 
introduced  to  him  at  a  Ccerulean  Ball,  had  danced  a  valse 
with  her,  and  taken  her  for  a  walk  in  the  verandah. 
The  recollection  of  that  valse  and  that  walk  had  made 
her  supremely  happy  for  a  lifetime,  and  people  who 
wished  to  conciliate  Mrs.  Paragon  made  a  point  of  re- 
ferring to  the  incident  whenever  occasion  allowed. 

'He,'  she  now  answered  with  a  becoming  blush,  'is 
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tlie  brilliant  exception  which  proves  the  rule,  and,  if 
it  comes  to  that,  what  do  you  say  to  Sir  Theophilus 
Prance?' 

'  Ha  !  thou  hast  me  there  ! '  said  Chichele ;  '  that 
thrust  is  a  settler !  I  give  up  the  PE's.  Then  there  is 
the  prize  ring  we  have  forgotten.' 

'  Here  is  mine/  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  showing  Ambrose 
the  third  finger  of  a  very  pretty  hand,  where  a  gold  hoop 
lay  hid  among  a  number  of  more  striking  ornaments, 
'  and  by  the  way,  my  lord  and  master  is  coming  up  to- 
morrow. ' 


CHAPTEE    XXXII 

KEBUS   IN   ARDUIS 

'  The  Gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  plague  us.' 

If  Ambrose  occasionally  made  official  blunders  he  had 
the  excuse  of  domestic  troubles,  which  were  now  gather- 
incf  thick  around  him.  Existence  had  beo-un  to  be 
something  too  perplexed  and  grievous  for  even  his 
light-heartedness  to  bear  up  against  with  equanimity. 
His  home  life  was  increasingly  unhappy.  His  efforts 
to  make  it  otherwise  were  disastrously  unsuccessful. 
He  was  conscious  of  a  stinging  sensation  that  his  wife 
despised  him.  Camilla,  on  her  part,  was  making  equally 
strenuous  and  equally  ineffectual  struggles  to  crush 
dow^n  a  growing  contempt,  which  day  by  day  it  be- 
came less  possible  to  ignore.  So  their  intercourse  be- 
came constrained,  self-conscious,  less  and  less  pleasur- 
able.    Try  as  he  would,  Philip  could  not  feel  at  ease 
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with  his  wife.  His  mirth  died  away  when  they  were 
together ;  there  was  no  longer  the  easy  flow  of  familiar 
chat ;  he  found  himself,  sometimes,  wondering  how  it 
was  that  once  he  had  found  her  society  full  of  the 
most  enjoyable  repose,  the  most  invigorating  and 
delightful  excitement.  Those  happy  days  were  as 
completely  gone  as  though  they  had  belonged  to  some 
other  beins^  or  some  former  existence.  Xor  was  his 
home  the  only  place  where  Philip  felt  uncomfortable 
and  ill  at  ease.  General  Eashleigh  treated  him  with 
a  haughty  politeness,  which  contrasted  disagreeably 
enough  with  the  honliomie  of  former  days.  Miss 
Eashleigh,  who  seemed,  at  first,  more  likely  than  the 
rest  to  be  indulgent,  was  completely  estranged.  She 
had  told  him,  in  so  many  words,  that  she  scorned  him  as 
a  traitor.  She  and  Camilla  were  the  closest  friends,  and 
Miss  Eashleigh  was,  Ambrose  knew,  continually  coming 
to  spend  long  days  with  his  wife  when  he  was  away  at 
his  office.  Camilla  never  referred  to  these  visits,  and 
Philip  blushed  to  think  what  was  the  cause  of  her 
silence.  The  two  women,  no  doubt,  compared  their 
experiences,  and  agreed  in  condemning  the  part  which 
he  had  played  in  each.  The  fact  that  their  condem- 
nation was  silent  made  it  none  the  less  bitter.    It  would 
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have  been  better  to  be  openly  vituperated  than  thus 
secretly  despised.  No  man's  fortitude  is  proof  against 
polite  contempt,  and  Philip  found  very  little  fortitude 
at  his  command.  No  one  was  angry  with  him ;  no  one 
was  rude.  The  Eashleighs  made  no  sort  of  grievance. 
Miss  Eashleigh  met  him  with  an  unconcern  that  he 
felt  to  be  absolutely  unfeeling.  She  could  never  then, 
after  all,  have  cared  a  straw  about  him.  In  every 
one's  demeanour  alike,  Philip  read  the  damning  verdict, 
that  he  had  forfeited  esteem.  He  was  a  weak  creature, 
whose  failures  could  excite  neither  surprise  nor  indig- 
nation. He  had  behaved  badly,  dishonourably  ;  no  one 
was  interested  in  proclaiming  his  bad  and  dishonourable 
behaviour.  Consideration  to  his  wife,  perhaps  even 
kindliness  to  himself,  led  to  its  being  left  sub  siUntio; 
but  the  horrid  fact  was  there  all  the  same,  and  was  con- 
tinually giving  unwelcome  hints  of  its  existence.  Mr. 
Chichele,  Philip  felt  positive,  had  come  to  know  of  what 
had  taken  place ;  he  had  dropped  the  pleasant  familiarity 
of  old  days,  and  was  dry,  curt,  and  almost  discourteous 
in  his  official  communications.  He  cut  about  poor 
Ambrose's  nicely  -  written  drafts  remorselessly,  and 
found  fault  with  his  secretariat  notes  with  as  little 
compunction  as  a  critical  schoolmaster  with  the  tasks 
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of  a  careless  pupil.  On  the  other  hand,  his  behaviour 
both  to  Camilla  and  Miss  Eashleigh  was  something 
more  than  polite.  With  Camilla  he  was  on  terms  of 
friendly  and  confidential  intimacy,  and  seemed  for  ever 
on  the  look-out  for  something  that  he  could  do  to  please 
her.  To  Florence  Eashleigh  he  showed  a  chivalrous 
kindness,  which  implied  the  existence  of  something 
which  especially  demanded  consideration,  and  which 
contrasted,  too  markedly  to  escape  attention,  with  the 
good-natured  ease  of  Chichele's  behaviour  to  most  of 
the  young  ladies  who  enjoyed  his  hospitality.  Ambrose 
could  not  but  suspect  the  cause.  Chichele  considered 
her  to  have  been  badly  treated,  and  his  sympathy 
with  her  wrongs  expressed  itself  in  more  than  ordinary 
courtesy.  Sometimes,  too,  Chichele  would  say  things 
that  stung  Philip  like  the  lash  of  a  whip.  One  evening, 
for  instance,  by  way  of  breaking  the  formality  of  a  dull 
dinner,  they  played  at  children's  games. 

'  Mineral ! '  some  one  had  cried,  throwing  a  hand- 
kerchief to  Ambrose. 

'  A  woman's  heart ! '  Philip  had  cried — '  the  hardest 
sort  of  rock  at  present  known.' 

'  That  is  why  young  men  are  so  fond  of  trying  to  break 
them,'  Chichele  had  observed,  with  sententious  emphasis. 
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Was  this  an  accident  and  unmeaning,  or  an  inten- 
tional sneer?  Philip  could  ask  no  one  else,  and  did 
not  dare  to  ask  himself.  Meanwhile  he  began  to  feel 
a  disagreeable  sensation  of  being  an  outsider  at  the 
gatherings  in  Chichele's  drawing-room,  and  to  like 
Chichele  himself  a  good  deal  less  than  he  had  at  first. 
Philip's  conscience,  aided  by  these  subtle  indications 
of  public  opinion,  became  distressingly  self-assertive. 
He  had  generally  been  able  to  silence  its  upbraidings. 
Somehow  he  could  do  so  no  longer.  Nor  were  his 
domestic  and  social  grievances  the  only  things  that 
plagued  him.  His  money  affairs  were  rapidly  verging 
to  a  crisis.  He  had  plunged  with  half- desperate 
recklessness  into  the  Muddapollium  gold  project. 
There  had  been  brilliant  reports,  dazzling  results  of 
experimental  crushings,  and  all  parties  concerned  had 
imagined  themselves  about  to  become  millionaires. 
Philip  had  been  unable  to  resist  the  delicious  chance 
of  sudden  wealth,  and  ignoring  the  official  rule,  which 
forbade  his  having  any  speculation  in  the  province,  had 
committed  himself,  in  the  name  of  one  of  his  native 
creditors,  to  the  brilliant  undertaking.  In  various 
small  ways  his  position  enabled  him  to  smooth  the  way 
for  the  promoters  of  the  infant  project.     There  were 
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questions  connected  with  the  concession  from  the  State 
and  the  royalty  to  be  paid  which  might  have  been 
troublesome  had  not  a  friendly  hand  at  the  Secretariat 
pushed  matters  on,  and  gently  put  difficulties  on  one 
side.  No  one  of  those  around  him  had  a  farthing's 
interest  in  the  scheme  or  a  suspicion  of  Philip's  interest 
in  it,  and  his  official  recommendations  passed  without 
scrutiny  or  comment.  The  technical  advisers  of  the 
Government  thought  badly  of  the  prospects  of  the 
scheme  and  treated  the  chance  of  finding  gold  in  any 
paying  quantities  as  chimerical.  The  ground  showed 
symptoms  of  having  been  carefully  worked  out  before, 
and  had  been  abandoned  probably  on  the  search  ceasing 
to  be  remunerative.  Modern  appliances  might  pos- 
sibly enable  the  work  to  be  carried  on  again  at  a 
profit,  but  it  was  an  absolute  guess.  The  odds  were 
against  it.  The  difficulties  of  climate,  carriage,  water, 
and  labour  were  enormous;  the  expenditure  must 
in  any  case  be  most  serious.  On  the  whole  the 
Coerulean  authorities  took  a  discouraging  view  of  the 
Muddapollium  gold-fields,  and  were  inclined  to  treat 
the  concessionaries  with  indulgence.  The  concession- 
aries, however,  had  grounds  of  confidence  about  which 
the  Government  knew  nothing,  but  of  which  Philip, 
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through  his  native  friends,  became  aware.  The  brisk 
gentleman,  hailing  from  Australia,  confident  in  his 
vast  mining  experience,  had  again  been  over  the 
ground,  and  collected  specimens  of  the  quartz,  which 
showed  that,  after  making  every  possible  allowance,  the 
undertaking  could  not  fail  to  be  a  very  Pactolus  to  all 
who  had  the  good  luck  to  dip  their  fingers  in  it.  Then 
the  contract  was  signed ;  in  a  month  or  two  there  were 
some  public  crushings  of  the  material  collected,  and 
hope  was  converted  into  a  golden  certainty.  There 
was  ocular  demonstration  that  the  MuddapoUium  quartz 
was  exceptionally  rich  in  the  precious  ore.  Everybody 
was  convinced,  except,  perhaps,  the  Government  miner- 
alogist, who  shook  his  head  and  said,  Tant  pis  pour 
les  faits.  The  newspapers  wrote  with  generous  en- 
thusiasm. The  probable  effects  of  the  discovery  on 
the  labour  market,  on  general  prices,  on  the  rate  of 
Exchange,  were  eagerly  discussed.  The  news  was 
telegraphed  to  London,  and  the  MuddapoUium  shares 
rushed  to  a  premium.  A  hundred  per  cent  to- 
day, a  hundred  and  fifty  the  next ;  where  was  it  to 
stop  ? 

'  Suppose,'  suggested   Philip's  native  friend,    '  your 
Highness  were  to  sell.    You  have  made  a  magnificent  in- 
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vestment ;  your  shares  have  trebled  in  value.  At  their 
present  price  they  would  about  realise  the  amount 
which  your  Highness  has  done  me  the  favour  of  making 
use  of  from  his  humble  servant's  treasury :  its  return 
just  now  would  be  a  matter  of  convenience.  I  am  a 
poor  man.  I  crave  only  your  Highness's  favour,  so  often 
shown  me.  You  are  my  protector.  The  market  is  at 
its  top.     I  advise  you  to  sell.' 

'  Sell ! '  cried  Philip  in  indignation,  '  and  throw  away 
my  good  luck,  in  a  fit  of  cowardice,  just  as  it  is  drop- 
ping into  my  hands.  Why,  Palaveram,  you  are  not 
afraid,  are  you  ? ' 

'  x^o,'  said  the  native,  quietly ;  '  I  have  nothing  to  be 
afraid  about.  I  telegraphed  to  realise  yesterday,  and 
I  have  just  heard  of  the  sale  at  a  hundred  and  forty. 
Take  my  advice  and  do  the  same ;  sell  while  you  can.' 

'  You  know  something  ? '  Philip  cried. 

'  I  ? '  said  his  visitor ;  '  God  forbid ;  but  it  is  a  general 
rule  of  business,  when  you  have  made  a  good  profit,  to 
take  it  and  clear  out.     Do  so  now.' 

*  Thank  you  for  your  advice,'  said  Philip ;  '  why  on 
earth  should  one  throw  away  a  good  thing  when  one 
has  got  it  ? ' 

'Your  Highness   is  master — be  it  as  you  please,' 
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said  the  native,  bowing  himself  obsequiously  from  his 
debtor's  presence.  But  he  was  evidently  uneasy,  and  next 
morning  came  again.  'Has  your  Highness  realised?' 
he  asked,  anxiously. 

'No,'  said  Philip,  by  this  time  beginning  to  get 
frightened ;  '  do  you  really  think  I  had  better  ? ' 

'  I  told  you  yesterday,'  said  the  native,  with  a  mental 
ejaculation  at  the  stolidity  of  his  interlocutor — '  I  told 
you  that  I  had  sold  my  own  ;  what  more  do  you  want  ? 
Sell,  sell,  without  a  day's  delay.' 

'  A  day's  delay  ? '  said  Philip,  his  cheeks  bloodless 
with  a  sudden  apprehension ;  '  what  is  the  matter  ? ' 

'  Nothing  is  the  matter,'  said  his  visitor,  with  perfect 
composure ;  *  but  why  procrastinate  ? ' 

'Well,'  said  Philip,  'to  please  you,  Palaveram,  I 
will  realise.' 

The  old  native,  despite  himself,  gave  a  sigh  of  relief. 

'Your  Highness  will  please  himself  of  course,'  he 
said,  as  he  bowed  himself  out  of  Ambrose's  study. 

Philip  could  not  make  up  his  mind  to  telegraph 
that  day.  It  was  cruel  to  part  with  this  darling  pro- 
ject. If  he  sold  now,  indeed,  he  would  be  free  of  his 
most  important  creditor ;  but  what  a  falling-off  from  the 
pleasant  dreams,  in  which  he  had  for  so  long  been  in- 
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dulging,  of  a  perennial  Pactolus.  So  lie  held  his  hand. 
It  was  that  greedy,  ungrateful  scoundrel's  anxiety  to  be 
paid,  regardless  of  Philip's  interest.  He  would  not  be 
bullied  or  frightened.  Next  morning,  when  he  opened 
his  newspaper,  the  first  thing  that  greeted  his  eye  was 
a  London  telegram  announcing  that  a  confederacy  of 
dissatisfied  shareholders  had  sent  out  a  competent 
inspector  to  MuddapoUium  on  their  own  behalf ;  that 
his  report  was  disastrous  ;  that  there  had  been  a  stormy 
meeting,  fierce  recriminations,  an  exposure ;  and  that  the 
MuddapoUium  gold  shares  were  nowhere.  The  bubble 
had  burst,  and  with  it  Philip's  last  chance  of  financial 
rehabilitation  was  gone.     A  crash  was  inevitable. 


CHAPTEK   XXXIII 

BROWNLOW   TAKES    A   HOLIDAY 

*  We  are  born  to  do  benefits  ;  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call 
our  own  than  the  riches  of  our  friends  ?' — Timon  of  Athens. 

Brownlow  had  now  thorouglily  mastered  the  question 
of  the  Hill  Eailway,  and  set  about  enjoying  himself 
with  characteristic  vehemence.  He  had  all  the  figures 
at  his  fingers'  ends,  had  made  up  his  mind  as  to  the 
terms  on  which  his  firm  would  undertake  the  contract, 
and  had  sent  down  the  plans  and  estimates  to  be  worked 
out  in  detail  in  a  surveyor's  office  at  Windipatam.  In 
the  meantime  he  had  nothing  on  his  mind,  and  nothing 
to  do  but  to  read  novels  and  reviews,  make  an  occa- 
sional onslaught  on  Chichele's  weekly  pile  of  English 
papers,  lounge  about  the  garden  in  the  mornings,  ride 
over  the  mountains  with  the  ladies  in  the  afternoon,  and 
sit  up,  far  into  the  night,  deep  in  long,  pleasant  chats 
with  Chichele  over  the  librarv  fire.     Both  men  were 
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delighted  to  have  finished  with  the  railway — Brownlow, 
because  he  had  done  all  the  thinking  and  asking  about 
it  which  he  felt  to  be  necessary,  and  saw  his  way  clearly 
to  a  project  which  promised  to  be  interesting  and  pro- 
fitable ;  Chichele,  because  he  was  heartily  sick  of  a  sub- 
ject which,  the  more  he  studied  it,  the  greater  depths 
of  puzzledom  and  worry  did  it  disclose.  Anyhow  it 
was  pleasant  to  the  two  men  to  live  over  some  of  their 
young  times  once  again,  and  wake  up,  in  friendly  talk, 
recollections  which  had  been  dormant  for  years  and  were 
fast  fading  into  obscurity.  They  were  like  two  boys 
together,  and  lapsed  into  a  mood  of  boyish  fun,  which 
the  one  had  forgotten  in  officialdom  and  the  other  in 
hard  work.  They  went  off,  by  themselves,  on  a  bear- 
shooting  expedition,  and  came  back,  in  the  best  of 
spirits,  with  jokes  at  each  other's  misses,  and  merriment, 
the  mellow  outcome  of  good  fellowship.  Brownlow 
declared  that  when  he  asked  the  head  Shikaree  how 
Chichele  had  been  shooting,  that  functionary  had  diplo- 
matically replied  that  '  the  Lord  sahib  had  shot  magni- 
ficently, but  God  was  merciful  to  the  bears.' 

'  That  man  is  a  born  courtier,'  he  said,  '  and  ought 
to  have  been  a  Lord  Chamberlain.  Fancy  an  English 
gamekeeper  achieving  such  adroitness.' 
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Chichele  was  delighted  once  more  to  have  a  com- 
panion. 

'  It  is  such  a  comfort,  you  know,'  he  said  to  Lady 
Miranda,  'to  have  some  one  who  does  not  call  one 
"  Sir,"  does  not  want  an  appointment  or  a  scolding,  and 
who  has  no  compunction  in  contradicting  one.' 

'Ah!'  said  Lady  Miranda,  'George  is  great  at  con- 
tradiction ;  he  has  no  compunction  in  contradicting 
any  one — even  his  wife.' 

'Ungrateful  woman!'  said  Brownlow ;  'have  not  I 
sacrificed  all  my  most  cherished  convictions  in  political 
economy  on  the  altar  of  domestic  love  ? — Amicior  Veritas, 
amicissirna  conjux! 

'  Besides,'  said  Chichele,  '  what  would  life  be  worth 

without  contradiction  ? 

'  "  Discourse  may  want  an  animated  '  No,' 
To  brush  its  surface  and  to  make  it  flow. "  ' 

'  Yes,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon  ;  '  but  it  is  one  of  those 
tonics  of  which  a  little  goes  a  long  way,  like  quinine. 
By  the  way,  that  is,  no  doubt,  one  of  the  advantages  of 
matrimony ;  you  secure  a  never-failing  supply  of  con- 
tradiction.' 

'Yes,'  said  Chichele;  'and  that  accounts  for  hus- 
bands and  wives  being  so  tremendously  attached.     Did 
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you  hear  of  the  touching  answer  a  Ccerulean  husband 
sent  the  other  day  to  his  wife,  when  she  proposed  to 
rejoin  him  from  England  ? — "  My  love,"  he  wrote,  "  I 
have  not  yet  got  over  the  shock  of  our  last  separation.'" 

'  That  was  a  polite  form  of  "  an  animated  No,"  I  sup- 
pose,' said  Mrs.  Paragon.  '  For  my  part  I  consider  every 
form  of  contradiction  detestable.' 

'  And  that,'  said  Masterly,  '  is  why  no  one  ever  has 
the  heart  to  contradict  Mrs.  Paragon.' 

'  You  were  very  good  about  coming  here,  I  admit,' 
said  the  lady  with  a  gracious  smile,  '  and  you  have  your 
reward.     See  how^  you  are  enjoying  it.' 

'  Of  course,'  cried  Masterly,  throwing  himself  into  an 
attitude  of  mock  heroics — 

'  "  Without  the  smile  from  partial  beauty  avoii, 

Oh,  what  were  man  ?    A  world  without  its  fun,"  ' 

'  Is  it  really  that  ?'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  whom  long  ex- 
perience had  rendered  distrustful  of  Masterly 's  quotations, 
'  or  are  you  turning  something  with  nonsense  as  usual  V 

'  Well,'    said   Masterly,    '  it  is  not  quite   right ;    it 

should  be  "  a  child  without  its  bun";  it's  a  beautiful 

simile,  is  it  not  ?   one  of  Campbell's  finest ;  poor  little 

bunless  child  ;  poor  womanless  humanity  !     Don't  you 

feel  how  touching  it  is  ? ' 

VOL.  n.  M 
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'  jS'o/  said  Mrs.  Paragon ;  '  hot  and  cross  are  the 
only  qualities  I  associate  with  buns ;  and  as  I  am 
always  cool  and  good-natured,  I  repudiate  the  insinua- 
tion.' 

'  Think  of  Bath  buns  ! '  cried  Masterly,  with  an  air  of 
rapture ;  '  I  used  to  be  tremendously  fond  of  them  when 
I  was  a  little  boy — glazed  and  sticky,  with  a  sugar  plum 
on  the  top.  The  passion  gave  way  before  the  vicissi- 
tudes of  my  first  attachment ;  that  is  why  I  feel  the 
force  of  the  simile.  I  refuse  to  think  of  a  bunless  child 
or  of  a  world  without  Mrs.  Paragon.' 

'  That  is  all  very  well,'  said  that  lady,  '  but  men  are 
hard-hearted  monsters.  I  came  only  yesterday  on  a 
story  of  an  economical  French  gentleman  who  had  the 
misfortune  to  lose  three  wives,  and  commemorated  the 
virtues  of  all  three  and  his  own  misfortunes  in  a  single 
tablet,  in  which  he  described  the  dear  departed  ones  as 
"  triple  source  d'amer  regret."  ' 

'  That  reminds  me,'  said  Montem,  '  of  a  countryman 
of  mine  whose  wife  was,  as  he  thought,  needlessly  pro- 
tracting her  last  moments  by  various  household  direc- 
tions. "  Dinna  fash  yoursel',  my  gude  woman,"  he  said, 
"  but  get  on  with  the  deein'." ' 

Meanwhile  the  clouds  were  gathering  thick  about 
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poor  Ambrose.  The  gold-mine  project  was  going  from 
one  abysmal  depth  to  another.  The  English  share- 
holders, fierce  with  disappointed  hopes,  had  broken  out 
into  vindictiveness,  and  were  insisting  on  a  rigorous  in- 
vestigation. A  great  deal  of  money  had  been  spent  in 
floating  the  company.  Into  whose  hands  had  it  gone  ? 
Who  was  responsible  for  the  initiation  of  the  scheme, 
the  description  of  the  property,  the  reports  of  the  gold- 
testing?  Ambrose  was  not  really  responsible  for  any 
of  these  matters,  but,  somehow,  the  responsible  people 
seemed  to  be  melting  away,  and  he  felt  that  he  was 
beginning  to  stand  alone. 

The  Australian  gentleman,  whose  prophecies  graced 
the  infancy  of  the  company  with  so  golden  a  halo, 
had  disappeared,  in  search,  no  doubt,  of  fresh  fields  and 
pastures  new  in  the  gullibility  of  his  species.  Philip 
began  to  realise,  with  disagreeable  distinctness,  that, 
while  other  things  had  disappeared,  two  solid  facts  stood 
out,  hard  and  cold ;  one,  that  he  was  the  author  of  the 
prospectus,  another  that  he,  in  the  person  of  his  native 
creditor,  had  received  a  round  sum  as  one  of  the  vendors 
of  the  property.  He  had  had  no  idea  of  cheating  any  one. 
In  his  easy-going  way  he  had  believed  in  the  scheme, 
and  in  Palaveram's  figures.     He  had  made  sure  that  all 
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would  go  right.  Now,  however,  all  was  going  wrong, 
and  Ambrose  found  himself  confronted  with  a  set  of 
angry  men,  vexed  at  their  own  folly  in  having  lost  their 
money,  and  looking  about,  with  no  nice  discrimination, 
for  the  guilty  person,  on  whom  vengeance  might  be 
wreaked.  Philip  was  at  a  loss  for  a  new  expedient  to 
obviate,  or,  at  any  rate,  to  postpone  the  menaced  catas- 
trophe. The  old  sources  of  supply  were  quite  dried  up. 
His  native  friends  were  making  him  feel  in  a  hundred 
little  ways  that  they  understood  his  position,  and  appre- 
ciated its  disagreeable  aspects.  Palaveram  still  fawned 
and  smiled  and  professed  eternal  devotion  to  his  patron's 
interests;  but  there  was  in  his  manner  something  dicta- 
torial, insolent,  menacing.  His  abject  submissiveness 
barely  cloaked  a  scornful  mood  and  an  unsparing  pur- 
pose. He  could  ruin  Philip  any  day  he  pleased,  and 
he  would  so  please,  Philip  knew,  on  the  day  when,  care- 
fully weighing  the  cost  on  either  side,  he  resolved  that, 
on  the  whole,  it  would  pay  him  best  to  wait  no  longer. 
In  the  meantime  he  was  watching,  with  keen,  hungry 
eyes,  how  matters  went,  and  was  becoming  daily  more 
anxious  to  have  his  capital  safe  back  in  his  stronghold. 
He  gave  Philip  to  understand,  with  a  directness  which 
it  was  no  longer  possible  to  evade,  that  the  repayment 
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of  his  loan,  of  a  portion  of  it,  at  any  rate,  must  no 
longer  be  delayed. 

'  I  have  obligations  to  meet,'  he  said  ;  '  I  am  a  poor 
man ;  I  shall  be  ruined.  Your  Highness  will  be  the 
cause ;  you  must  prevent  it ;  if  not,  I  shall  be  driven 
to  desperate  expedients.' 

'  Don't  talk  in  that  way,'  said  Philip,  to  whom  inter- 
views of  this  order  were  the  black  moments  of  exist- 
ence; 'every  one  knows  that  you  have  been  rolling  up 
lakhs  of  rupees  for  years  past,  and  hold  the  market  in 
your  hand.     My  debt  to  you  is  a  flea-bite.' 

'  To  your  Highness,  no  doubt,  it  would  be,'  said  the 
money-lender ;  '  all  the  more  reason  that  it  should  be 
repaid  when  your  humble  servant  happens  to  want  it. 
I  have  always  been  surprised  at  your  caring  to  borrow 
on  the  terms  on  which  it  suits  a  humble  person  like 
myself  to  lend.  Money  is  scarce  amongst  us  poor  folks; 
my  current  rate  is,  you  know,  eighteen  per  cent.  A 
debt  grows  fast.  Yours  is  a  large  and  old  standing 
one.     Anyhow  I  am  in  need  of  my  money.' 

The  evil  moment  had  come,  and  Ambrose  stood  at 
bay.  He  knew  his  opponent's  meaning  only  too  well : 
the  day  of  grace  had  closed. 

'You  can  do  what  you  please,'  he  said;  'you  know 
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perfectly  well  that  your  money  is  safe,  and  that  nothing 
can  endanger  it  but  your  own  violence  and  precipi- 
tancy/ 

'  But  I  am  in  an  emergency,'  said  the  other.  '  God 
knows,  I  don't  know  which  way  to  turn.  I  have  obli- 
gations to  meet.' 

'  Nonsense  !'  cried  Philip  ;  '  you  know  as  well  as  I  do 
that  it  is  false,  and,  at  any  rate,  I  can  do  nothing.  That 
cursed  company  of  yours ' 

'  Of  mine  V  cried  the  money-lender ;  '  your  Highness 
had  far  better  means  of  knowing  about  it  than  I ;  and 
you  knew  more ;  you  had  more  to  do  with  starting  it. 
"Who  got  the  concession  ?     Who  wrote  the  Prospectus  ?' 

Philip  turned  pale  in  spite  of  himself.  He  had  never 
realised  till  now  that  he  might  have  to  stand  the  chief 
brunt  of  the  storm  which  was  to  break  upon  the  pro- 
moters. The  prospect  was  appalling.  His  courage  rose 
to  the  occasion. 

'Don't  try  to  bully  or  frighten  me,  sir,'  he  said; 
'  what  is  it  you  want  ? ' 

'  My  money,'  said  the  native,  with  a  laconic  stubborn- 
ness. 

'And  that,'  said  Ambrose,  '  I  have  told  you,  I  cannot, 
at  the  moment,  pay  you.' 
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'  It  is  unfortunate,'  said  the  other ;  '  your  Highness's 
note  of  hand  must  suffice.  I  must  make  shift  to  do  the 
best  I  can  with  that ;'  and  forthwith  Palaveram  pro- 
duced a  neat  piece  of  stamped  paper,  on  which  the  sum 
total  of  Philip's  indebtedness  up  to  date  w^as  inscribed, 
and  a  promise  to  pay  it  on  demand  to  bearer,  together 
with  interest  meanwhile  at  eighteen  per  cent. 

Philip  hated  above  everything  being  brought  to  book, 
and  this,  of  all  bringings-to-book,  was  the  most  hateful, 
but  there  was  no  escape.  The  total  had  swelled  to 
inordinate  proportions.  In  his  vexation  he  forgot  to  be 
polite. 

'Good  God!'  he  cried,  'you  do  not  mean  to  tell  me 
that  you  claim  all  this.     It  is  monstrous.' 

'  Your  Highness,'  said  the  native — calm  as  fate  itself 
— '  can  do  the  sum  for  yourself — it  is  an  affair  of  arith- 
metic. If  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  peruse  this 
account  and  point  out  any  error,  I  shall  feel  obliged.' 

Ambrose  knew  perfectly  that  the  account  would  be 
accurate  to  a  farthing;  but  his  temper  was  hopelessly 
upset. 

'There,'  he  said,  as  he  wrote  his  name  across  the 
hateful  document — '  take  it  and  be  damned.' 

'  At  your  Highness's  pleasure,'  said  his  imperturbable 
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visitor,  as  he  composedly  dried  the  writing  and  restored 
the  paper  to  his  pocket-book ;  '  I  may  take  my  leave  V 
and  so  the  Chetty  bowed  himself  out. 

Then,  as  troubles  of  this  sort  always  march,  not 
alone  but  in  battalions,  before  Philip's  equanimity  had 
recovered  from  the  shock  of  his  disagreeable  interview, 
there  came  a  communication  from  the  Board  of  Directors 
in  England  to  say  that,  with  a  view  to  defraying  the 
costs  of  winding  up  the  company,  all  arrears  on  calls 
must  be  paid  up  forthwith,  and  a  further  call  be  made 
on  all  shares  not  paid  in  full.  Defaulters  should  be 
sued  at  once.  Philip's  obligations,  in  both  respects, 
were  pretty  heavy ;  and,  heavy  or  light,  he  was  utterly 
without  the  means  of  meeting  them.  At  the  same  time 
delay  was  no  longer  possible.  He  racked  his  brains, 
and  at  last,  in  his  despair,  he  bethought  him  of  the 
expedient  of  having  recourse  to  the  English  millionaire. 
Eepulsive  as  the  idea  was  at  first,  Philip  gradually 
accustomed  himself  to  think  of  it  as  necessary  and 
feasible.  He  had  become  great  friends  with  Brownlow, 
and  had  spent  many  hours  working  with  him  over  the 
plans  of  the  railway.  Brownlow  had  been  pleased 
with  his  quickness,  resource,  good  humour,  and  good 
sense. 
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'  You  have  been  of  great  use  to  me/  he  had  said  to 
him  on  one  occasion,  'and  I  am  very  much  obliged. 
You  must  tell  me  if  ever  I  can  be  of  use  to  you.'  Nor 
was  this  the  only  ground  of  Philip's  hope.  Brownlow 
evidently  shared  Chichele's  admiration  of  Camilla,  and 
lost  no  opportunity  of  being  polite  to  her.  Camilla, 
too,  had  been  interested  in  Brownlow,  the  only  man  of 
business  she  had  ever  known.  She  had  been  impressed 
with  his  vicrorous,  fertile,  su^^gjestive  mind — his  breadth 
of  view,  his  practical,  courageous  way  of  looking  at 
things,  his  varied  experience.  The  two  had  often  fallen 
to  each  other's  lot  for  the  afternoon  ride,  and  both  had 
been  well  content  with  the  arrangement.  Between 
Camilla  and  Lady  Miranda  the  warmest  friendship  had, 
it  was  obvious,  been  established.  Was  there  anything 
wrong  or  dishonourable,  Philip  asked  himself,  in  apply- 
ing to  a  friend  such  as  Brownlow,  who  happened  to 
have  an  indefinite  supply  of  ready  money  at  his  dis- 
posal, to  help  him  out  of  a  scrape,  into  which  any  man 
misjht  fall,  through  no  fault  of  his,  and  which  made  a 
little  money-help  for  the  moment  indispensable  ?  Philip 
assured  himself  that  there  was  not;  yet  he  disliked 
and  even  dreaded  the  process  of  putting  his  design  into 
actual  execution.     Once  or  twice,  as  he  sat  smoking 
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with  Brownlow,  the  occasion  for  doing  so  seemed  to 
have  arrived,  and  Philip  had  nerved  himself  for  the 
task ;  but  he  had  been  unable  to  screw  his  courage  to 
the  sticking  point,  and  had  ignominiously  deferred  the 
disagreeable  effort.  '  That  which  we  would,  we  should 
do  while  we  would,'  and  Philip  more  and  more  regretted 
that  he  had  not  accomplished  performance,  while  he 
was  in  the  first  flush  of  satisfaction  with  the  new  idea. 
At  last  in  desperation  he  forced  himself  to  speak. 

'  I  am  going,'  he  said,  '  to  take  advantage  of  your 
offer  to  help  me  sooner  than  you  can  have  expected — 
sooner  than  I  expected  a  week  or  two  ago.  I  have  got 
into  a  money  trouble  about  a  wretched  company  which 
I  was  fool  enough  to  touch,  and  which  has  gone  all  to 
pieces.  I  am  called  upon  to  pay  up  a  large  sum  im- 
mediately. If  I  do  not,  I  shall  be  disgraced,  and,  I 
supj)ose,  lose  my  appointment.  I  am  certain  I  can 
arrans^e  for  it  within  the  next  few  months,  and  mean- 
time,  I  can  pledge  an  insurance  policy  on  my  life.  Will 
you  lend  me  £1000?  It  will  be  the  greatest  favour  you 
could  do  me.' 

Brownlow  asked  two  or  three  questions  which  gave 
Philip  the  sensation  of  flooding  him.  and  his  affairs  with 
remorseless  light,  and  putting  his   predicament   more 
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clearly,  and,  at  tlie  same  time,  more  disagreeably  tlian 
he  would  have  thought  possible.  He  was  in  no  posi- 
tion, however,  to  decline  interrogation,  and  his  confes- 
sion was  frank  and  full.  Brownlow  gave  a  long  whistle, 
and  began  striding  up  and  down  the  room,  as  he  did 
when  specially  excited. 

'You  are  in  a  deuce  of  a  mess,'  he  said,  halting 
opposite  Phil  in  the  course  of  one  of  his  promenades, 
and  confrontinf;^  him  with  a  scrutinisioQ;  look  which 
seemed  to  its  victim  to  go  through  and  through  him. 

'  1  know,'  said  Philip  ;  '  that  is  why  I  am  asking  you 
to  help  me.' 

'  Well,'  said  Brownlow,  '  I  must  think  about  it :  I 
wiU  teU  you  to-morrow.'  In  the  meantime,  as  he 
usually  did  when  events  became  puzzling,  he  consulted 
his  wife. 

'I  have  had  the  most  extraordinary  request  from 
Philip  Ambrose,'  he  told  her  ;  '  what  do  you  think  ? 
The  loan  of  £1000.  He  has  got  himself  hopelessly 
embarrassed.  He  is  a  weak,  blundering,  confused 
fellow,  not  too  scrupulous,  easily  misled  and  sure  to 
come  to  grief.  The  worst  of  it  is  that  he  says  that  his 
present  trouble,  if  he  cannot  get  out  of  it,  will  lose  him 
his  appointment,  and  ruin  his  career.' 
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'  And  Camilla  ? '  cried  Lady  Miranda,  springing  up 
with  consternation  written  on  her  bloodless  face. 

'Ay/  said  her  husband,  'there  is  the  rub,  Mir- 
anda, is  it  not  ?  It  is  a  bad  business.  What  right 
on  earth  has  a  man  in  Ambrose's  position  to  be 
dabbling  in  companies  and  running  into  debt?  It  is 
inexcusable.' 

'  Of  course,'  said  Lady  Miranda,  '  but  that  will  not 
rescue  Camilla.     What  jnust  we  do  ? ' 

It  was  at  moments  like  this  that  Brownlow  always 
found  his  wife  completely  irresistible;  and  on  the 
present  occasion  he  felt  little  inclined  for  resistance. 
He  sat  silent  now,  for  a  few  seconds,  watching  with 
delight  the  childlike  loveliness  of  her  face,  saddened 
now  by  anxiety  for  her  friend,  and  quickened  by  a 
strong  impulse  of  sympathy  into  that  higher  beauty 
which  beautiful  souls  alone  possess. 

'  What  must  we  do,  Miranda  ? '  he  said  at  last ; 
'  why,  rescue  her  and  him  too,  if  you  wish  it :  but  it 
will  be  no  good.  He  is  a  bad  horse,  and  will  fall  at 
the  next  fence,  if  we  get  him  over  this  one.' 

'  You  are  the  best  and  dearest  and  kindest  husband 
in  the  world!'  cried  Miranda,  with  an  embrace  that 
Brownlow,   it  may   be   believed,   thought    cheap  at  a 
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thousand  pounds  ;  '  it  would  be  heartbreaking  to  leave 
Camilla  in  trouble,  would  it  not  ? ' 

'  She  has  trouble  before  her,  poor  woman,  I  am 
afraid,'  said  Brownlow  ;  '  it  is  something  that  we  can 
stave  it  off  for  the  present.' 

The  next  morning  Ambrose  got  his  cheque  and 
Brownlow  the  policy  of  insurance. 

'  Of  course  you  are  quite  free  to  pledge  it ! '  he  said, 
with  one  of  his  disagreeably  scrutinising  looks  as  he 
took  the  document. 

'  Of  course,'  said  Philip,  '  and  I  can  never  thank  you 
enough.' 

So  Philip  went  away  with  his  £1000  and  a  heavy 
heart.  The  necessity  of  the  moment  had  been  met; 
but  at  what  a  cost,  and  what  further  troubles  remained 
behind ! 

How  was  he  to  raise  funds  to  repay  Brownlow? 
How  was  he  to  arrange  with  his  native  creditors? 
How  wipe  himself  clean  of  the  contamination  of  this 
hateful  company  ?  There  was  another  horrid  reflection, 
moreover,  in  connection  with  Brownlow's  debt,  namely, 
that,  though  the  insurance  policy  was  his,  in  one  sense, 
he  had,  he  knew,  no  right  to  pledge  it.  Before  his 
marriage  he  had  promised  Sir  Marmaduke  to  insure  his 
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life.  He  had  put  off  doing  so  too  long,  but  lie  had 
done  it  at  last :  no  legal  obligation,  so  far  as  the  policy 
showed,  restrained  him  from  making  temporary  use  of 
it :  none  the  less  it  was  wrong.  Ambrose's  conscience 
smote  him  when  he  thought  that  it  was  really  Camilla's 
property  that  he  was  pledging.  He  was  breaking  faith 
with  Sir  Marmaduke ;  he  was  defrauding  his  wife ;  he 
had  told  Brownlow,  to  all  intents  and  purposes,  a  lie ; 
but  it  was  necessary. 

To  what  horrid  straits  do  the  emergencies  of  life 
conduct  one,  and  what  acute  moral  discomfort  do  they 
entail !  Ambrose  felt  that  Fortune,  as  usual,  was 
treating  him  with  undeserved  harshness. 

Meanwhile  he  got  a  few  days'  leave,  and  pleading 
an  excuse  to  his  wife,  the  lameness  of  which  warned 
Camilla  against  further  inquiry,  went  off  to  Windipatam 
to  see  what  his  personal  presence  could  do  towards 
bringing  the  crisis  within  supportable  limits. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIY 

CAMILLA   IX   TROUBLE 

'  There  is  a  forsaking  which  still  sits  at  the  same  board  and  lies  on 
the  same  couch  with  the  forsaken  soul,  withering  it  more  by 
unloving  proximity. ' 

When,  a  few  mornings  afterwards,  Lady  Miranda  went 
to  pay  her  accustomed  visit  to  Camilla,  she  found  her 
in  the  depths  of  low  spirits.  The  fact  w^as  that  things 
had  being  going  badly  with  Camilla,  and  Philip's  depart- 
ure— justified  by  a  transparently  false  pretext — had 
produced  a  sort  of  crisis.  She  knew  nothing  about  his 
journey  except  that  the  true  cause  was,  for  some 
reason,  concealed  from  her.  A  woman's  natural 
jealousy  suggested  what  the  cause  might  be.  Camilla 
was  shocked  to  find  how  easy  it  was  to  her  to  believe 
that  she  had  reason  to  be  jealous.  At  one  time  she 
would  have  scouted  the  idea  as  a  degradation.  Now, 
her  husband  had  accustomed   her   to   the   idea   of  a 
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possible  infidelity, — an  infidelity  scarcely  the  less  griev- 
ous, because  it  would  not,  probably,  go  farther  than 
homage  paid  lightly  at  the  shrine  of  whoever  happened 
to  be  the  favourite  of  the  moment.  But  to  Camilla's 
serious,  devoted  nature,  her  husband's  butterfly  mood 
of  hovering  over  every  flower  whose  beauty  caught  his 
eye  seemed  a  sort  of  profanation  of  the  very  idea  of 
love.  It  shocked  her  moral  fastidiousness  to  the  core. 
It  filled  her  with  a  horror,  half- sad,  half  -  contempt- 
uous. It  was  a  wrong  and  humiliation  at  the  precise 
point  of  one's  being,  where  nerves  are  most  sensitive, 
where  love  feels  and  fears  the  most,  where  tender- 
ness shudders  at  the  slightest  unsympathetic  touch. 
Jealousy  in  such  a  woman's  mind  does  not  stimulate 
affection :  more  probably  it  strikes  a  mortal  wound. 
Camilla  was  too  proud  to  say  a  word — too  conscious, 
perhaps,  how  useless,  on  such  a  subject,  any  spoken 
word  must  be.  None  the  less  this  side  of  her  husband's 
character  had  been  a  constant  grievance — had  helped, 
more  perhaps  than  anything,  to  the  discovery  that  they 
were  fatally  estranged  in  taste,  feeling,  and  the  theory 
of  life.  And  now  things  had  come  to  a  critical  point. 
Philip  had  gone  away  with  a  falsehood  on  his  lips — for 
what,  for  whom  ? 
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All  a  woman's  fear — all  a  woman's  jealousy,  sprang 
to  life  in  Camilla's  mind,  as  little  to  be  ignored  as  the 
flame,  kindled  among  congenial  materials,  which  glows 
and  mounts,  spreads  and  rages  more  fiercely  as  each 
new  vantage  point  is  carried.  Camilla  was  more 
utterly  wretched  than  ever  in  her  life  before.  She  had 
loved  her  husband ;  she  loved  him  still ;  but  each  new 
step  in  life  with  him  seemed  only  to  bring  her  upon 
something  that  was  unlovable.  Lady  Miranda  saw  at 
once  that  Camilla  was  perturbed. 

'  Something  is  the  matter ! '  she  said,  not  dropping 
her  friend's  hand ;  '  why  do  you  look  like  that  ? ' 

'Nothing  is  the  matter!'  said  Camilla,  '  except  the 
things  which  are  always  the  matter,  and  which  have  to  be 
endured  as  best  one  can.  But  did  I  look  solemn  ?  It  was 
an  accident.     The  truth  is  that  I  have  many  anxieties.' 

'  I  know,'  said  Lady  Miranda  ;  '  well,  the  money  ones 
are  at  an  end,  I  hope  ? ' 

'  The  money  ones  ! '  cried  Camilla  in  astonishment ; 
'  what  do  you  mean  ?     Pray,  tell  me.' 

Lady  Miranda  perceived  her  mistake,  but  too  late  to 
retract  it.     An  explanation  was  ine^dtable. 

*  Did  you  not  know  ? '  she  said ;  '  I  am  afraid  I 
ought  not  to  have  spoken.' 

VOL.  IL  N 
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'  Indeed,  indeed,  you  ought/  said  the  other,  bitterly ; 
'  tell  me  everything.  You  will  do  me  good.  To  tell 
the  truth,  I  have  been  making  myself  miserable  about 
my  husband.  Something  is  being  hidden  from  me,  and 
I  am  frightened.  It  will  be  a  relief  to  know  the  truth : 
tell  me  what  anxieties  you  mean  ? ' 

'  I  have  got  into  the  most  dreadful  scrape  I  can  see,' 
said  Lady  Miranda ;  '  but  it  had  not  occurred  to  me  that 
you  might  not  have  heard  of  it.' 

'  Only  tell  me,'  said  Camilla  ;  '  you  little  know  what 
a  comfort  it  will  be  to  me.' 

'  I  have  alarmed  you  for  nothing,  dear  Camilla,'  her 
visitor  said;  'it  was  nothing  of  the  least  importance. 
Your  husband  happened  to  be  in  want  of  a  little  help 
in  the  way  of  money.  George  was  delighted  to  have 
it  at  command,  and  to  be  able  to  lend  it  to  him  without 
inconvenience.  It  is  one  of  the  pleasures  of  his  being 
so  absurdly  rich  that  he  is  able  to  do  such  things 
for  his  friends;  and  he  constantly  does  them.  He 
happened  to  tell  me,  and  I,  chatterbox  as  I  am,  have 
made  mischief,  I  see,  in  telling  you.  Let  us  consider  it 
unsaid  and  forget  all  about  it.' 

It  was  in  vain  that  Lady  Miranda  tried  to  make 
lidit  of  the  matter.     Her  own  heart  told  her  that  it 
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was  not  to  be  made  light  of ;  and,  if  it  had  not  told 
her,  Camilla's  grave  look  would  have  convinced  her 
that  the  secret,  which  she  had  allowed  to  escape,  was  a 
serious  one. 

'  I  fear  that  I  have  hurt  you,  dear,'  she  said,  laying 
her  hand  kindly  on  Miranda's,  and  looking  at  her  with 
inquiring,  tender  eyes ;  '  tell  me  that  I  have  not.' 

'  You  could  never  hurt  me,'  said  Camilla ;  '  but  there 
are  things  in  life  that  hurt  one  more  perhaps  than  they 
should.  As  to  this  trouble,  I  should  have  learnt  it 
sooner  or  later  in  any  case.  Philip  went  off  in  such  a 
hurry  that  I  suppose  he  had  no  time  to  tell  me.  Do 
you  know  why  he  has  gone  ? ' 

'  About  the  company,  I  suppose,'  said  Lady  Miranda. 

'  The  company  ? '  said  Camilla  with  a  blank  look, 
and  more  than  ever  in  the  dark.  '  What  company  is 
that  ? ' 

Lady  Miranda  told  her  what  she  knew,  and  Camilla's 
face  grew  graver  and  more  anxious  as  each  new  detail 
came  to  light.  There  had  been  a  great  deal  that  was 
disagreeable  in  the  papers  about  the  Muddapollium 
Mines.  Some  high  officials  were  hinted  at  as  respon- 
sible for  the  ill-considered  project,  the  floating  of  the 
company  and  the  loss  which  the  public  had  sustained. 
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It  had  never  occurred  to  Camilla  that  her  husband  could 
be  personally  concerned.  Now  the  horrid  possibility — 
probability — near  at  hand — was  confronting  her.  For 
the  first  time  in  her  life  Camilla  found  herself  face  to 
face  with  danger,  trouble,  and  humiliation.  She  got  up 
without  a  word  and  walked  to  the  window,  and  stood 
there,  looking  out  at  the  clouds  that  were  chasing  each 
other  across  the  mountain's  brow  in  front.  It  was  all  that 
she  could  do  to  avoid  a  complete  breakdown.  Her  heart 
was  beating  wildly.  Lady  Miranda  followed  her,  and  was 
shocked  to  see  her  bloodless  cheek  and  air  of  despair. 

'  Do  not  look  like  that,  you  dearest  creature ! '  she 
said,  as  she  led  Camilla  back  to  the  sofa ;  '  nothing 
that  has  happened  can  be  bad  enough  for  that.' 

'Can  it  not  ? '  said  the  other ;  ' I  wish  I  could  be 
sure  of  that.  Has  it  ever  happened  to  you.  Lady 
Miranda,  to  feel  degraded  ? ' 

'  Where  is  the  degradation  ? '  cried  Lady  Miranda. 
'Why  should  not  one's  friends  help  one?  George  is 
continually  doing  that  sort  of  thing  for  one  friend  or 
another.  Besides,  there  is  really  nothing  in  what  he 
has  done  for  your  husband — not  even  a  risk — for  Mr. 
Ambrose  has  given  him  a  policy,  or  something,  by  way 
of  security.' 
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'  A  policy  ? '  asked  Camilla,  feeling  as  if  she  was 
sinking  from  one  depth  to  another. 

'  Yes,'  said  Lady  Miranda ;  '  a  policy  of  insurance. 
It  was  lying  on  my  husband's  table  this  morning,  and 
he  told  me  what  it  was.     It  makes  the  debt  quite  safe.' 

'  That  is  a  comfort  at  any  rate,'  said  Camilla. 

She  understood,  however,  what  her  husband  had 
done,  and  finally  dethroned  him.  This  was  the  last 
touch.  His  deposition  was  complete.  He  had  con- 
cealed everything  from  her.  He  had  mistrusted  her, 
deceived  her,  defrauded  her.  He  had  brought  her  close 
to  dishonour.  This  was  the  end  of  her  aspirations  for 
a  noble  life — her  dream  of  living  above  the  ordinary 
level  of  human  infirmity  and  meanness — her  cravings 
for  an  ideal  existence  whose  aims  should  be  lofty,  whose 
motives  pure  and  noble,  and  in  which  the  perfect  con- 
fidence of  a  happy  marriage  should  be  merely  one  item 
in  the  general  total  of  perfection.  All  the  fair  edifice 
lay  crumbling  in  the  dust — hopelessly,  irremediably 
shattered.  The  first  pang  of  repugnance  and  indig- 
nation w^as  quickened  by  a  dreadful  suspicion  that 
she  had  unwittingly  been  her  husband's  tool  and  had 
assisted  in  his  plan.  She  had  become  very  intimate 
with  Brownlow.     His  likino;  for  her  had  been  undis- 
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guised.  She  had  been  pleased  with  it,  and  had  liked 
him  in  return.  The  two  had  become  great  friends.  It 
had  occurred  to  Camilla  sometimes  that  her  husband 
greatly  approved  of  this  friendship,  and  had  seemed  to 
encourage  her  into  greater  intimacy.  She  had  not  been 
able  to  understand  it.  Now  she  understood  it,  and  the 
thought  was  full  of  horror.  She  sat  by  herself  when 
Lady  Miranda  had  left  her,  blushing  for  very  shame. 
Again  and  again  the  hot  tears  came  rushing  to  her  eyes. 
A  chill  despair  had  taken  possession  of  her  soul.  What 
more  had  life  to  give  her  ?  The  very  sanctuary  of  her 
love  had  been  desecrated.  The  place  where  she  had 
garnered  up  her  heart,  what  could  it  be  to  her  hereafter 
but  a  dreadful  void,  peopled  only  by  disappointment 
and  despair.  How  could  she  ever  bear  to  meet  the 
guilty  one  again  ? 


CHAPTER    XXXY 

THE   fakir's   EOCK 

'Every  sound  is  sweet —    - 
Mjniads  of  rivulets  hurrying  through  the  lawn, 
The  voice  of  doves  in  immemorial  elms, 
And  murmuring  of  innumerable  bees.' 

One  of  the  entertainments  which  figured  in  Mrs. 
Paragon's  programme  for  the  party  during  their  sojourn 
at  the  High  Ranges,  was  an  expedition  to  a  neighbour- 
ing waterfall,  which  the  few  who  had  seen  it  talked 
about  with  rapture.  They  were  very  few,  however, 
for  it  was  as  nearly  as  possible  being  unapproachable. 
Even  from  Chichele's  camp  it  involved  an  early  start, 
a  long  ride  by  precipitous  mountain  paths,  and  a  great 
deal  of  the  commissariat  management,  which  only  the 
skilled  proficient  in  camp-life  can  venture  to  attempt. 
The  natives  of  India  find  it  difficult  to  understand  the 
pleasure  which  Englishmen  derive  from  carrying  their 
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women  and  their  food  into  Nature's  wildest  haunts,  and 
extemporising  a  banquet  on  the  tops  of  mountains,  the 
edges  of  precipices,  or  in  solemn  forest  solitudes,  where 
nothing  but  acorns  and  fresh  water  can  be  obtained, 
for  love  or  money,  within  a  hundred  miles.  They  call 
a  picnic  the  'madman's  feast,'  and  regard  it  as  one 
more  exhibition  of  the  unfathomable  eccentricity  of 
the  Sahibs,  whom  Fate  has  decreed  to  be  their  rulers. 
If  madness  it  were  on  this  occasion,  it  was  madness 
with  a  method  in  it — for  Mrs.  Paragon's  prevision  had 
secured  that  all  should  go  smoothly,  and  that  when 
the  party  arrived,  tired  and  hot,  at  the  foot  of  the  falls, 
they  should  find  the  servants  awaiting  them  and  pre- 
parations well  advanced  for  an  excellent  repast  on  the 
grfeen  sward  beneath  a  large  banian  tree  which  towered 
majestic  above  the  surrounding  forest,  and,  with  its 
wilderness  of  descending  branches,  seemed  more  like  a 
small  natural  cathedral  than  a  tree. 

Coerulean  patriotism  may  justly  be  proud  of  this 
enchanting  spot.  You  clamber  along  through  a  dense, 
primeval  jungle,  where  an  almost  imperceptible  path  is 
all  the  impression  that  human  hands  and  feet  have 
achieved  upon  Nature's  wildness.  In  every  direction 
you  see  nothing  but  infinite  depths  of  forest,  and  catch 
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glimpses  now  and  then  of  the  blue  atmosphere  over- 
head through  the  tangled  masses  of  foliage.  The  world 
is  far,  far  away ;  the  air  is  alive  with  the  multitudinous 
murmur  of  forest  life.  The  soil  yields  with  noiseless 
softness  beneath  the  tread,  the  debris  of  a  thousand 
past,  autumnal  falls  :  every  cranny  is  crowded  with 
sweet  sylvan  growth,  moss  or  flower  or  tumbling 
creeper;  a  gentle  breeze,  uufelt  below,  is  stirring  the 
summits  of  the  loftier  trees  with  a  peaceful,  dreamy 
murmur.  It  is  the  very  sanctuary  of  Nature's  great 
temple.  All  of  a  sudden  the  traveller  emerges  at  the 
foot  of  a  stupendous  face  of  granite.  Far  overhead  a 
tolerable  river  dashes  over  its  edge  into  the  void,  loses 
itself  in  feathery  spray,  and  forms  again  in  a  hundred 
cascades  on  the  wild  rocks  below.  A  grand  roar  in  the 
air  thunders  above  all  the  gentle  whispers  of  the  forest. 
Everywhere  the  ground  is  alive  with  little  rivulets 
which,  none  the  worse  for  their  late  adventure,  are 
rippling  peacefully  down  the  gorge,  amidst  the  rocks 
and  ferns.  A  little  on  one  side  a  huge  boulder  had 
fallen,  ages  ago,  so  as  to  form  a  natural  cave;  and  here  a 
famous  Fakir  passes  his  dreamy  existence,  performs  his 
simple  rites,  and  levies  an  easy  toll  on  the  passer-by, 
whom   piety  or   prudence   constrains   to   improve   his 
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chances  of  getting  his  bullocks  safely  through  the 
valley  by  a  timely  offering  to  the  local  deity.  A  rude 
gong  hangs  in  front  of  his  abode,  whose  tones  ring  out, 
now  and  again,  amid  the  hurlyburly  of  the  descending 
waters;  a  little  flag  flutters  above  a  humble  shrine, 
where  scattered  leaves  and  flowers  attest  the  recent 
presence  of  some  rustic  devotee :  close  by  some  smoul- 
dering embers  tell  of  the  recluse's  simple  repast.  Behind 
are  the  relics  of  a  Buddhist  temple  and  monastery — 
not  ruins,  for  they  were  cut  in  solid  rock ;  and  Nature, 
though  she  has  well-nigh  buried  them  under  masses  of 
superincumbent  foliage,  has  still,  through  the  long 
centuries,  failed  to  efface  shrine,  dormitory,  refectory, 
and  monastic  cell.  Still  the  carved  roof  and  nicely 
chiselled  image  tell  of  great  Buddha's  myth,  and  of 
long  vanished  generations  of  pious  workers  who  toiled 
and  prayed  and  lived  a  saintly  life  in  this  delicious 
retreat. 

Far  away  across  the  valley  lay  Chichele's  little  camp, 
and  the  tents,  clustering  like  a  flock  of  white  pigeons  on 
the  mountain  side. 

'  What  a  place  to  run  excursion  trains  to ! '  cried 
Brownlow,  as  he  turned  the  edge  of  his  morning's  thirst 
with  a  beaker  of  iced  soda-water  ;    *  my  dear  Chichele, 
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this  waterfall  is  worth  two  per  cent  on  your  capital,  by 
itself,  and  I  am  almost  certain  I  see  a  lot  of  copper  about.' 

'  Copper  and  two  per  cent ! '  cried  Miranda,  running 
up  and  putting  her  hand  to  her  husband's  mouth ; 
*  really,  George,  you  are  incorrigible.  Listen,  listen  to 
the  water-nymphs  calling  to  you  from  their  pretty 
nooks.  What  a  heavenly  spot  it  is !  How  I  wish 
Camilla  could  have  come.' 

Camilla  had  pleaded  fatigue,  and  Lady  Miranda, 
who  knew  something  of  the  state  of  the  case,  had 
managed  that  she  should  not  be  pressed.  Chichele, 
always  quick  to  catch  at  other  people's  wishes,  was 
easily  made  to  understand  that  Camilla  was  not  in  a 
mood  to  join  in  a  holiday  excursion.  She  was  longing, 
above  everything,  for  solitude ;  nothing  seemed  to  her, 
just  then,  less  possible  of  achievement  than  a  day  of 
pleasure  spent  in  public.  Chichele,  with  many  lamen- 
tations, was  constrained  to  acquiesce.  '  It  is  a  pity,'  he 
said ;  '  because  Ambrose  is  to  meet  us  there.  I  tele- 
graphed to  him  yesterday  to  come  up  that  way  on 
purpose,  and  to  join  us  to-morrow  at  the  Falls.  I 
thought  that  his  wife  would  like  it.' 

Lady  Miranda  had  told  Camilla  of  this ;  but  found 
her   firmer    than   ever.      'Please,  please    get    me    ex- 
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cused/  Camilla  had  said,  pressing  her  friend's  hand. 
Lady  Miranda  had  fully  understood  her  mission, 
and  faithfully  performed  it.  Camilla  had  been  left  in 
peace. 

The  party  came  to  a  halt  under  the  banian  tree,  and 
were  soon  resting  in  its  welcome  shade.  Presently 
Ambrose  emerged  from  the  forest  on  the  other  side  of 
the  glen,  and  in  another  minute  had  joined  them.  He 
had  been  riding  since  early  dawn,  and  looked  all  the 
better,  Lady  Miranda  thought,  for  being  several  degrees 
less  carefully  adorned  than  usual.  He  was  greeted  with 
acclamations  as  he  rode  up.  '  And  Camilla  ? '  he  said  to 
Lady  Miranda  as  he  shook  hands  with  her. 

His  face  fell  when  he  learnt  that  his  wife  was  not 
of  the  party.  '  Is  she  not  well  V  he  said,  'I  think  I  had 
better  go  on  to  her  at  once.' 

'  It  is  only  a  headache,'  said  Lady  Miranda ;  '  she 
will  be  better  for  a  day  of  perfect  quiet.' 

'  No,  Ambrose,'  said  Chichele,  '  you  must  wait  awhile; 
your  ponies  must  be  dead  beat ;  moreover,  I  want  you 
to  show  Mr.  Brownlow  the  way  up  to  the  top  of  the 
Falls  after  lunch.     It  is  too  much  of  a  climb  for  me.' 

'  Yes,'  said  Mr.  Brownlow ;  '  will  you  be  my  guide, 
Ambrose?' 
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Philip  smothered  his  disappointment,  and  accepted 
the  proffered  task  with  a  polite  show  of  alacrity.  While 
they  were  waiting,  he  carried  off  Lady  Miranda  for  a 
stroll  to  the  Buddhist  cave,  and  immediately  began  to 
be  confidential.  'You  and  Mr.  Brownlow,'  he  said, 
'  have  been  good  friends  to  me  in  my  time  of  need  ;  I 
can  never  forget  that  or  the  debt  of  gratitude  I  owe 
you.  Now,  I  must  tell  you  what  good  news  I  found 
awaiting  me  at  Windipatam.  You  know  what  a  deplor- 
able report  there  was  of  our  gold-mine.  I  could  not 
understand  it,  for  our  reports  were  quite  the  other  way. 
Well,  it  seems  ours  were  nearer  the  mark  of  the  two ; 
for  a  great  mining  firm  in  England  has  sent  out  some 
one  on  its  own  account,  and  thinks  well  enough  of  the 
affair  to  buy  it.  All  is  now  settled ;  we  are  to  get  our 
purchase-money  back,  and  something  to  boot.  I  shall 
be  able  to  repay  the  money  part  of  Mr.  Brownlow's 
loan  in  a  fortnight ;  the  other  part,  the  kindness,  can 
never  be  repaid.' 

'  I  am  so  very,  very  pleased,'  Lady  Miranda  said,  with 
great  cordiality.  Phil  seemed  in  such  a  nice  mood 
and  so  inclined  to  be  confidential  that  she  thought 
the  moment  opportune  for  a  little  good  advice.  '  I 
am    delighted   to  hear  of   your  good  luck,'    she  said. 
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*  but  it  is  good  luck,  all  the  same  ;  is  it  not  ?  just  as  if 
you  had  won  it  at  a  roulette  table  at  Monte  Carlo. 
Would  it  not  be  wise,  Mr.  Ambrose,  for  a  man  placed  as 
you  are,  to  keep  out  of  the  reach  of  luck  ?  Suppose  it 
had  turned  out  the  other  way.  Think  of  what  your 
wife  would  feel  about  it.' 

Ambrose's  nature  always  responded  at  once  to  the 
monitions  of  a  charming  woman  who  wished  to  do  him 
good.  '  I  know,'  he  said ;  '  you  think  I  need  a  lecture. 
But  I  have  made  a  vow,  and  recorded  it  in  my  yester- 
day's letter  to  Camilla,  never  to  speculate  again.  I  may 
as  well  make  my  confession  complete,  Lady  Miranda.  I 
have  been  a  fool  in  times  past ;  but  the  truth  is  that  I 
was  desperately  anxious  to  set  myself  right  about  money, 
and  to  save  Camilla  annoyance.  She  took  our  debts  to 
heart.  Some  of  us  are  so  made,  you  know,  that  it  costs 
us  no  pang  to  be  a  little  behindhand  with  our  bills  ;  we 
recognise  it  as  our  normal  plight,  and  grow  accustomed 
to  it.  But  it  distressed  her,  and  then  it  began  to  distress 
me.  Now,  I  am  glad  to  say,  it  is  all  over,  and  I  have 
promised  her  to  be  a  reformed  character.  Mr.  Brownlow 
and  you  have  helped  greatly  to  the  reformation.' 

'  Thank  you,  Mr.  Ambrose,'  Lady  Miranda  answered, 
for  being  so  frank  ;  you  have  taken  a  great  load  from 
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my  spirits.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  was  rather  unhappy 
about  you  ;  I  love  your  wife  dearly,  and  should  grieve 
at  any  incompleteness  in  her  happiness.' 

'  Ah,  but  you  shall  see ! '  said  Philip.  '  These  horrid 
money  troubles  have  raised  a  sort  of  cloud  between  us. 
I  could  not  bear  to  tell  her.  It  would  only  have  given 
her  pain.  But  the  fact  of  a  secret  is  fatal,  all  the  same. 
Now  all  is  clear  again,  and  I  mean  to  devote  myself  to 
making  her  happy,  and  to  trying  to  deserve  her.  What 
else  ought  the  husband  of  such  a  wife  to  think  about  ? 
It  is  an  odd  thing,  do  you  know ;  Nature  tells  us  secrets 
about  ourselves  at  curious  moments.  As  I  rode  up 
the  mountain  this  morning  in  the  silent,  solemn  dawn, 
I  got  into  a  reverie,  thinking  over  my  past  life  and  the 
time  of  my  courtship ;  and  there  came  upon  me  a  sort 
of  revelation  about  CamiUa.  I  never  knew  till  that 
moment  how  dearly  I  loved  her.  Now  I  feel  a  sort  of 
passionate  desire  to  be  with  her  again,  and  tell  her  all, 
and  to  be  forgiven.  Please  God  she  may  have  less  in 
future  to  forgive.' 

Lady  Miranda  had  never  liked  Philip  till  now.  His 
unworthiness  to  be  Camilla's  husband  had  been  with 
her  a  sort  of  acknowledged  grievance,  which  had  to  be 
borne  as  best  it  might.     Now  she  began  to  relent,  and 
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to  think  that  Camilla's  chance  of  happiness  was  not, 
perhaps,  desperate  after  all. 

'You  have  made  me  very  happy/  she  said;  'you 
must  always  think  of  my  husband  and  me  as  your 
warm  friends.' 

Then  came  the  sound  of  voices  shouting  across  the 
stream.  '  Come  to  luncheon,  good  people ! '  cried 
Chichele  ;  and  to  lunch,  accordingly,  they  went ;  and 
then  Mrs.  Paragon's  efficiency  as  mistress  of  the  com- 
missariat became  apparent  in  a  repast  which  their  long 
morning's  ride  inclined  all  the  party  to  appreciate  as  it 
deserved  ;  all  the  more,  perhaps,  because,  as  was  her 
wont  on  such  occasions,  the  fair  mistress  of  the  feast, 
having  set  everything  in  perfect  trim,  retired  gracefully 
to  the  background,  and  now  figured  merely  as  an  orna- 
mental ingredient  in  the  party,  and  as  the  member  of 
it  who  enjoyed  it  most  heartily. 

Every  one,  however,  felt  the  inspiring  influence  of 
the  occasion  and  the  place.  How  not  to  enjoy  existence 
when  nature  is  all  lovely  around  one,  and  the  air  full  of 
sweet,  slumberous  sounds,  and  pleasant  men  and  women 
are  gathered  to  do  honour  to  a  sylvan  feast  ? 

Philip,  all  the  happier  for  having  disburthened  him- 
self to  Lady  Miranda,  was  especially  joyous.     '  This  is 
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the  way  to  live  ! '  he  cried ;  '  quite  worthy  of  the  forest 
of  Ardennes  : 

'  ' '  This  our  life,  exempt  from  public  haunt, 

Finds  tongues  in  trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks, — 
Sermons  in  stones "  ' 

'  No,'  said  Chichele ;  '  I  bar  all  sermons  except  those 
preached  by  Mrs.  Paragon  or  the  flowers.' 

'And  the  sermon  that  the  flowers  preach,'  cried 
Philip,  '  is  not  to  be  too  theological ! 

'  "Take  an  example  from  the  roses, 
They  live  on  air  and  light  and  dew  ; 
They  do  not  trouble  about  Moses, 
Then  why,  in  Heaven's  name,  should  you  ? "  ' 

'  But  flowers,'  Masterly  said,  '  have  a  prescriptive 
right  to  take  life  lightly,  and  not  to  trouble  their  heads 
about  anything.' 

*  Not  even  about  their  dresses,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon ; 
'  how  can  indiff'erence  farther  ^o  ? ' 

'  But  it  is  not  true,  all  the  same,'  said  Chichele ; 
'  my  roses,  I  know,  want  a  deal  of  solid,  dirty  food,  and 
would  trouble  their  pretty  heads  very  much  if  they 
had  not  plenty  of  it,  besides  light,  air,  and  dew  and 
elegant  diet  of  that  sort.  As  for  not  carinsf  for  life, 
depend  on  it,  everybody  and  everything  cares  for  it 
intensely.' 

VOL.  II.  0 
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'To  be  sure,'  .said  Brownlow,  extracting  a  small 
invader  from  his  plate.  '  This  poor  beetle,  who  has  just 
taken  a  header  into  my  soup,  would,  no  doubt,  feel  a 
natural  pang  about  dying  as  great  as  any  giant's.  He 
has  tried  civilisation,  in  the  form  of  clear  mulligatawny, 
and,  I  suspect,  does  not  like  it.  He  shall  return  to 
nature, — damper,  and  no  doubt  sadder,  for  his  morning's 
experience.' 

'  Do  you  remember,'  said  Masterly,  '  the  poor  fellow 
whom  Browning  draws,  with  wandering,  fluttering 
thoughts  and  eyes  already  dim  with  death, — his  mind 
all  in  a  jumble  between  the  row  of  medicine  vials  on 
the  table's  edge  and  his  past  recollections, — yet  to 
whose  parched  lips  the  sweet  cup  of  life's  joys  seemed 
sweet  as  ever  ? 

*  "What  is  he  buzzing  in  my  ears, 
Now  that  I  come  to  die  ? 
Do  I  view  the  world  as  a  vale  of  tears  ? 
Ah,  Reverend  Sir,  not  I  ! " 

'The  row  of  bottles  grows  a  lane, — the  sweetest, 
dearest,  most  romantic  ever  known  ;  one  of  them  is  the 
house,  where,  in  the  top  story,  the  dear  one  lived : 

' ' '  She  left  the  attic  there — 
By  the  rim  of  the  bottle  labelled  '  Ether,'— 
And  stole  from  stair  to  stair  ; 
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And  stood  by  the  rose-wreathed  gate — Alas  ! 
We  loved,  Sir — used  to  meet : 
How  sad  and  bad  and  mad  it  was  : 
But  then,  how  it  was  sweet."  ' 

'Ah!'  said  Chichele,  'that  bottle  labelled  " Ether " 
— which  awaits  us  all.' 

*But  then/  said  Philip,  as  he  got  up,  'meanwhile 
how  it  is  sweet !  Life,  in  a  Coerulean  forest  at  any  rate, 
is  a  delicious  affair,  say  what  people  will !  Come,  Mr. 
Brownlow,  if  you  are  ready,  let  us  start  on  our  expedi- 
tion.' 

He  looked  the  very  impersonation  of  enjoyment : 
the  cloud  of  anxiety  which  had  often  of  late  darkened 
his  brow  had  passed  away.  There  was  nothing  there 
now  but  a  triumphant  sense  of  health,  hope,  high  spirits, 
and  a  firm  grasp  on  the  joys  of  existence.  He  was  the 
fitting  human  complement  to  a  scene  where  all  things 
around  seemed  revelling  in  a  banquet  of  natural 
delights. 

'  And  now,'  said  Chichele,  as  coffee  and  cigars  made 
their  appearance,  'we  have  arrived  at  the  critical 
moment  of  all  picnics.  How  on  earth  are  we  to  get 
through  the  rest  of  the  day?  I  wish  Masterly  had 
brought  a  few  of  his  office-boxes.' 

'Please  do  not  take  Mr.  Masterly!'  cried  Lady  Mir- 
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anda ;  '  he  and  I  are  going  to  botanise.  This  valley  is 
a  little  paradise  of  wildflowers.' 

'And  I,'  said  Mrs.  Paragon,  'am  going  to  make  a 
sketch  of  this  lovely  glade,  and  to  think  over  all  the 
wise  things  I  have  learnt  this  morning.' 

'Not  to  trouble  about  Moses,  I  hope,'  said  Philip. 
'  Meanwhile  Mr.  Brownlow  and  I  are  going  to  worship 
Nature  on  the  heights.  There  is  a  lovely  pool  up  there, 
where  we  can  have  a  bathe,  sir,  if  you  like.' 

'  You  may  take  my  new  pony,  Ambrose,'  Mr.  Chichele 
said  ;  '  it  will  do  him  good  to  have  an  extra  march. 
He  gets  too  little  work,  and  is  full  of  nonsense.  For 
myself,  politeness  constrains  me  to  stay  behind  and 
mend  Mrs.  Paragon's  pencils.' 
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*  For  we  are  all  like  swimmers  in  the  sea, 
Poised  on  the  top  of  a  huge  wave  of  fate, 
"Which  hangs  uncertain  to  which  side  to  fall : 
And  whether  it  will  heave  us  up  to  land, 
Or  whether  it  will  roll  us  out  to  sea, — 
Back,  out  to  sea,  to  the  dark  waves  of  death, — 
"We  know  not,  and  no  search  will  make  us  know : 
Only  the  event  will  teach  us  in  its  hour. ' 

Camilla,  as  she  watched  the  little  cavalcade  start  on 
the  expedition,  and  go  winding  up  the  valley  side,  was 
conscious  of  a  great  relief.  She  was  in  that  state  of 
nervous  distress  in  which  the  common  intercourse  of 
life — the  very  proximity  of  life's  ordinary  companions 
— becomes  a  burthen  too  grievous  to  be  borne.  The 
camp-life — spent  necessarily  for  the  most  part  in  public, 
and  half  in  picnic  fashion — had  tried  her  more  than  she 
was  aware  till  she  experienced  the  comfort  of  its  tem- 
porary cessation — the  exquisite  prospect  of  a  day  of 
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solitude.  Even  Lady  Miranda's  visits  had  been  a 
doubtful  pleasure,  for  Camilla  could  not  be  open  with 
her.  There  were  thoughts  in  her  mind  that  could  not 
be  whispered  even  to  that  sympathising  ear.  Camilla 
almost  shuddered  to  breathe  them  to  herself:  they 
were  dreadful,  heartrending  companions;  but  it  was 
something  to  be  alone  with  them,  to  face  them  com- 
posedly, even  though  with  the  composure  of  despair. 

For  Camilla  was  in  a  desperate  mood.  A  question 
was  forcing  itself  upon  her — the  gravest,  the  most 
momentous  that  a  woman's  fate  can  bring  to  her  for 
reply.  Could  she  bear  the  burthen  of  her  married  life 
any  longer  ?  Could  she  go  on  with  an  existence  which 
was  growing  every  day  a  more  and  more  horrid  mockery 
— a  more  dismal,  degrading  travesty  of  all  that  married 
life  should  be  —  a  more  dreadful  desecration  of  its 
sanctities,  a  crueller  disappointment  of  its  hopes. 

She  sat  by  the  flame  of  waning  love  and  watched 
it  with  eyes  of  terror,  as  it  sank,  flickered,  sank  again, 
and  threatened  to  expire.  That  sacred  fire  had  been 
life  itself  to  her — had  lit  up  her  world  with  glory, 
radiance,  hope.  Now  it  was  sinking — dying ;  the  hearth 
was  growing  cold  and  black — ashes  and  dust  where  once 
had  been  the  genial  core  of  heat — the  genial  glow — the 
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living  light.     How  would  life  seem  when  the  fire  had 
finally  gone  out  ? 

There  are  people,  no  doubt,  who  make  such  dis- 
coveries, and  survive  them.  Cold,  shallow,  impassive 
natures  may  bear  the  shock  of  such  a  revelation  without 
a  mortal  pang ;  may  rally  from  it  and  live  on  after  it, 
dully  acquiescent  in  their  doom.  But  to  a  nature  like 
Camilla's — ardent,  tender,  sympathetic — with  much  to 
give  and  wanting  much  in  return — such  a  discovery  is 
a  deathblow.  The  sort  of  existence  which  is  possible 
after  it  can  at  best  be  but  a  wretched  compromise,  which 
may  serve  to  hide  from  the  outer  world  the  catastrophe 
that  has  laid  the  home  in  ruins  and  stripped  its  altars 
of  their  sacred  fire,  but  which,  none  the  less,  means 
desolation  to  the  inmates.  Could  such  an  existence  be 
borne  ?  and,  if  not  borne,  how  was  it  to  be  escaped  ? 
This  was  the  problem  which  was  taking  possession  of 
Camilla's  soul  with  an  ever-increasing  intensity,  crowd- 
ing out  every  other  subject  from  her  thoughts.  She  was 
smarting  under  a  deep  sense  of  disappointment,  humili- 
ation, insult.  Her  tender,  sacred  gift  of  love  had  been 
misprized,  profaned  by  a  rude,  careless  hand.  Her 
husband's  facile  levity  had  made  her  married  life  one 
lonsj  outraoje.     She  had  enshrined  him  in  her  heart,  and 


200  THE  CCERULEANS 


CHAP. 


had  worshipped  him  ardently,  blindly — with  the  willing 
blindness  of  a  devotee,  i^ow  the  illusion  was  destroyed ; 
the  cruel,  bitter  truth  had  forced  itself  upon  her,  and 
would  no  longer  be  ignored.  Her  idol  was  revealed  in 
its  true  colours,  no  longer  a  possible  object  of  adoration. 
A  woman,  it  has  been  said,  always  needs  to  rule  bene- 
ficently by  making  the  joy  of  another  soul ;  but  how,  if 
the  other  soul  plays  traitor  to  that  kind  sovereignty  and 
is  bent  on  other  joys  than  those  which  its  gentle  despot 
is  able  or  willing  to  afford  ?  Camilla  was  looking  for- 
ward now  to  her  husband's  return  with  absolute  horror. 
He  had  been  faithless  and  cowardly — he  had  distrusted 
her,  deceived  her,  defrauded  her.  He  had  brought  her 
to  dishonour,  or  near  it ;  he  had  broken  all  the  dread 
moral  compacts  which — human  laws  apart — bind  the 
souls  of  husband  and  wife  in  sacred  union.  He  had 
left  her,  with  a  lie  on  his  lips,  bent  on  some  mission  of 
perfidy  ;  and  he  would  come  back — Camilla  instinctively 
knew — bright,  courteous,  caressing,  with  an  air  of  pleas- 
ant, easy  gaiety, — with  a  smile — a  traitor's  smile — lighting 
up  his  face,  and  expect  to  be  the  same  to  her  as  before,  and 
that  she  should  be  the  same  to  him.  This  was  more  than 
Camilla  could  endure  or  achieve.  She  could  not  bear  it ; 
but  then,  none  the  less,  it  seemed  inevitable.     Eeligion 
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— custom — the  law  of  God  and  man  alike — her  own 
sense  of  right,  the  tradition  of  duty  and  honour,  the 
common  feeling  of  society,  barred  her  at  every  point, 
and,  at  the  first  thought  of  resistance  or  escape,  seemed 
to  rivet  the  chains  which  were  weighing  so  heavily 
upon  her.  They  were  cutting  her  sensitive  and  finely- 
strung  nature  to  the  quick,  but  they  must  be  worn. 
Turn  where  she  would,  no  ray  of  light  broke  the  dreari- 
ness of  that  sad  horizon. 

So  Camilla  sat  through  the  still,  exquisite  hours,  as 
the  long  day  waned  from  the  mid-day  glow  to  the  still- 
ness of  the  afternoon.  The  valleys  lay  bathed  in  a 
flood  of  softened  light;  the  breeze  was  whispering 
through  the  pine  tops ;  the  shadows  of  the  great  fleecy 
clouds  swept  across  the  mountain  sides,  and  by  their 
noiseless  motion  seemed  but  to  give  a  deeper  intensity 
to  the  stillness  of  the  scene ;  the  kites,  wheeling 
high  in  air,  threw  their  shadows,  too,  on  the  bright 
ground  below,  and  with  their  shrill  scream  broke,  now 
and  again,  the  silence  which,  but  for  them,  reigned  un- 
broken in  this  solemn  solitude.  Camilla  had  felt  it  a 
relief  at  first  to  be  alone  ;  but  now  a  sense  of  loneliness 
began  to  take  possession  of  her.  Why  was  it,  she  asked 
herself,  that  she  had  been  longing  for  solitude  ?     Why 
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was  the  sympathy  of  loving,  tender  hearts  only  an  addi- 
tional distress?  Because  there  are  troubles  which 
isolate  us  from  our  species ;  and  Camilla's  trouble  was 
one  of  them.  Her  burthen  was  one  which  no  friendly 
hand  could  lighten  ;  her  cup  of  sorrow,  of  disappoint- 
ment, of  despair  could  be  touched  by  no  other  lip.  '  The 
heart  knoweth  its  own  bitterness  :'  the  grim  words  forced 
themselves  now  upon  her  with  a  dreary  reality.  Those 
pangs,  no  doubt,  are  keenest  which  the  sufferer  dares 
not  reveal,  and  to  which  our  best  friend  must  remain  a 
stranger.  So  the  iron  was  entering  Camilla's  tender 
soul :  she  sank  backward  with  a  groan,  and  hid  her 
face  as  if  to  shut  out  a  world  that  had  become  to  her 
only  a  torture-house  ;  '  0  Lord,'  she  cried,  in  bitterness 
of  spirit,  '  have  mercy  upon  me  :  I  am  in  misery — my 
strength  faileth  me.' 

She  started  up,  for  a  footstep  fell  upon  her  ear. 
Some  one  was  riding  up  to  the  camp  by  the  path  which 
lay  close  beside  the  spot  where  she  was  sitting.  She 
turned  to  see  who  the  newcomer  was — one  of  the  mes- 
sengers, no  doubt,  who  brought  Chichele  his  daily  batch 
of  letters  and  papers,  and  seemed  the  one  slight  link 
which  bound  them  to  the  world  that  they  had  left  below. 
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She  turned  and  she  saw  that  which  made  her  heart 
stand  still.  Was  her  mind  wandering  ?  Was  she  the 
victim,  once  more,  of  an  illusion  such  as  had  disturbed 
the  first  weeks  of  her  married  life  ?  Was  it  the  phantom 
of  her  troubled  imagination,  or  was  it  the  real  Sinclair 
who  was  now  coming  toward  her  ?  No  phantom, 
Camilla  speedily  assured  herself,  but  a  living  reality — 
the  man,  of  all  others,  whom  she  would,  if  asked  before- 
hand, have  desired  not  to  see,  in  this  her  hour  of  ex- 
tremity ;  and  whom  yet,  now  that  he  stood  there,  await- 
ing her  command,  she  felt  powerless  to  turn  away 
— powerless  even  to  wish  to  do  so. 

His  invasion  of  her  solitude  had  been,  it  was  evident, 
completely  accidental ;  his  surprise,  when  Camilla  told 
him  that  Chichele  and  the  rest  were  not  at  the  camp, 
was  obviously  sincere.  He  had  been  sent  for,  he  told 
her,  to  come  to  see  Mr.  Chichele  upon  business,  and, 
he  supposed,  had  arrived  a  day  sooner  than  he  was 
expected. 

'  Well,'  he  said,  *  if  Mr.  Chichele  has  gone  holiday- 
making,  I  must  make  holiday  too.  Fortune  has  been 
kind  to  me  for  once.  May  I  stay  here  with  you 
awhile?' 

Camilla's  first  impulse  had  been  to  escape  ;  her  next 
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to  conceal  from  the  intruder  every  symptom  of  the 
trouble  which  was  weighing  upon  her — a  trouble  in 
which  he  was  certain  to  feel  so  very  special  an  interest ; 
in  which  the  occurrences  of  the  voyage  had  given  him 
so  good  a  right  to  be  interested;  in  which,  all  the 
more  for  that,  Camilla  revolted  from  the  idea  of  allow- 
ing him  any  part.  There  are  wounds  so  sensitive  that 
the  very  approach  of  another's  hand,  however  gentle, 
gives  an  apprehension  of  agony;  some  troubles  in 
which  the  proffer  of  help  seems  an  ofiicious  interference. 
From  any  such  meddling  with  her  secret  sorrow 
Camilla  shrank  instinctively  with  aversion.  But  even 
while  Sinclair  was  speaking,  this  aversion  began  to  give 
way  before  a  truer,  juster,  more  natural  sentiment. 
There  were  several  qualities  in  Sinclair  which  appealed 
to  what  were  just  now  Camilla's  direst  wants.  His 
strong,  vehement,  upright  character  invited  confidence. 
Intense  as  his  passion  might  be,  he  would  never,  she 
was  certain,  allow  himself  to  abet  her  in  departing,  for 
an  instant,  by  a  hair's-breadth,  even  in  thought,  from 
that  which  he  regarded  as  the  highest  standard  of  good 
and  right — far  less  would  he  tempt  her  to  so  depart. 
Eather,  at  whatever  sacrifice  of  less  sacred  considera- 
tions, he  would  bid  her  stand  fast  at  the  post  of  duty, 
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and  bear  the  worst  that  such  steadfastness  entailed. 
Her  honour,  her  vow,  her  spotless  purity  of  soul  were, 
she  was  certain,  as  dear  to  him  as  to  her.  He  had  pro- 
posed to  her  once  that  which  she  had  rejected  as  wrong 
and  dishonourable  ;  but  he  was  prompted  by  an  honour- 
able passion,  and  he  had  spoken  in  the  honest  convic- 
tion that  he  was  acting  as  honour  bade  him.  He  had 
been  positive  that  he  was  right.  Was  it  certain  that 
he  had  been  wrong?  There  was  then,  at  any  rate, 
room  for  an  honest  difference  of  opinion.  There  was 
no  such  ambiguity  now  about  Camilla's  position ;  there 
could  be  no  doubt,  with  honourable  natures,  what  her 
duty  was,  and  there  could,  equally,  be  no  doubt  that 
Sinclair  would  encourage  her  to  do  it — would  insist  on 
her  doing  it. 

This  conviction  made  it  possible  to  regard  without 
alarm  another  fact  about  Sinclair  of  which  Camilla  was 
equally  well  assured.  He  loved  her,  she  well  knew, 
with  passionate  earnestness.  She  had  known  it  at  first ; 
she  had  known  it  ever  since.     lo'nore  the  fact  as  she 

o 

might, — as,  indeed,  she  had, — it  had,  none  the  less,  a 
firm  place  among  her  most  absolute  convictions.  His 
language,  his  manner,  his  look  had  been  alike  unmis- 
takable, and  they  had  all  told  the  same  story.     His 
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behaviour  on  the  few  occasions  on  which,  since  that 
dreadful  last  interview  on  board  ship,  they  had  met,  had 
said  the  same  thing  in  a  manner  which  commanded  her 
regard  by  its  chivalrous  avoidance  of  anything  that 
could  give  her  a  shade  of  annoyance,  could  give  scandal's 
keen  eye  and  busy  tongue  the  barest  semblance  of 
justification,  or  could  seem  to  hint  at  the  possibility  of 
reopening  a  forbidden  topic.  He  had  obeyed  her  in- 
junction, her  unspoken  wishes,  with  the  intelligent 
insight  of  devotion, — with  delicacy  of  taste,  with  fine 
accuracy  of  judgment,  with  the  self-abnegation  which  is 
the  choicest  ingredient  of  worship.  But,  above  all,  he  was 
true  and  he  was  thorough ;  and  truth  aud  thoroughness 
seemed  just  then  to  Camilla  the  two  transcendent  merits  in 
the  relations  of  human  beings  to  one  another.  Be  the  cause 
what  it  might,  the  feeling  of  vexation  at  an  unexpected 
disturbance  of  her  solitude — heightened  at  first  by  the 
thought  that  Sinclair  should  be  the  person  to  disturb  it — 
was  speedily  mastered  by  a  sense  that  he  was  a  friend, 
whose  allegiance  was  firm,  whose  care  for  her  would 
be  wise  and  self- restrained,  whose  devotion  claimed 
whatever  recognition  she  could  honourably  make,  and 
who  was  sure  to  bring  her  help  in  an  hour  of  direst 
need. 
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'  Do  come  and  sit  down/  she  said.  '  You  see  I  am 
in  want  of  company.' 

'And  so  am  1/  said  Sinclair,  as  lie  took  his  seat 
beside  her ;  '  I  have  been  having  a  solitary  ride  and  am 
in  a  melancholy  mood ;  but  wdiy  are  you  not  ^^ith  the 
rest?  You  are  not  ill,  I  hope — but  you  are  ill;  your 
looks  say  so  ;  I  ought  not  to  have  come.' 

'i^o,'  said  Camilla,  whose  bloodless  cheek  was  by 
this  time  telling  the  tale  of  overwrought  nerves  and  an 
agitated  mind ;  '  I  am  not  ill — not  ill  in  body  at  least. 
I  wish  you  to  stay.  My  own  thoughts  are  very  bad 
company  just  now — perhaps  you  can  help  me  to  get  rid 
of  them.' 

Camilla  saw  the  flash  of  intense  interest  which 
lighted  up  Sinclair's  face  as  she  spoke,  followed  instantly 
by  the  expression  of  self-restraint  and  self-repression, 
which  was  habitual  to  him.  There  was  comfort  for  her 
in  both.  But  there  was  another  look  which  Camilla 
could  not  refuse  to  see,  and  which,  miserable  as  she  was 
on  her  own  account,  filled  her  soul  with  pity.  Sinclair's 
face  showed  symptoms  of  long-endured  suffering ;  its  com- 
posure bespoke  less  a  courageous  preparedness  to  meet  the 
unknown  blows  of  fate  than  the  wretched  conviction 
that  the  worst  blow  has  fallen, — that  life  has  no  hope  and 
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no  keener  misery  than  that  which  is,  at  the  moment,  en- 
dured. The  two  looked  at  one  another,  and  each  read  in 
the  other's  face  a  tragic  story,  the  full  purport  of  which 
it  was  only  too  easy  to  understand — a  story  of  despair. 

Camilla  still  struggled  against  a  revelation.  'We 
had  many  pleasant  talks  on  board  ship,'  she  said ;  '  I 
feel  quite  in  the  mood  for  one  now.  Talk  to  me,  please, 
as  you  used  then.' 

Sinclair  perfectly  understood  the  meaning  of  this 
invitation.  It  meant  that  the  unfortunate  rupture  of 
their  intimacy  on  the  voyage  to  India  was  to  be  ignored, 
and  that  their  relations  were  to  be  taken  up  at  the 
earlier  point  when  they  were  merely  friends  whose 
society  was  mutually  pleasant.  The  merits  of  their 
estrangement  were  to  be  left  undiscussed,  undecided ; 
but  the  mere  fact  of  Camilla's  readiness  to  renew  their 
intimacy  implied  that  she  was  less  confident  than  be- 
fore of  the  justice  of  her  decision,  and  had,  at  any  rate, 
no  wish  to  repeat  the  indignant  terms  in  which  it  had 
been  expressed.  They  were  to  be  friends  as  before :  if 
Sinclair  had  been  wron^T,  he  was  forgjiven — if  he  had 
been  wronged,  he  was  to  exercise  forgiveness.  Between 
such  friends  as  they  still  were,  it  was  unnecessary, 
inexpedient,  to  consider  who  had  been  to  blame.    They 
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were  to  ignore  all  that  was  painful  in  the  past  :  but 
there  was  something,  Sinclair  felt,  that — keep  it  out  of 
sicrht  in  act  and  lan^uacje  as  one  would — could  never 
really  be  ignored.  Camilla,  too,  was  aware  of  a  ^^ital 
difference  in  theii'  relations.  She  knew  that  she  held 
this  strong  man's  existence  in  her  hand.  Life  was 
heaven  or  hell  to  him  according  as  she  smiled  or  turned 
away.  And  now  she  bade  him  pick  up  this  thread  of 
their  intercourse  at  the  point  where  it  had  been  broken 
off,  and  be  to  her  as  he  had  been  before.  Camilla,  if 
she  had  had  time  to  think,  might  have  known  that  it 
was  an  impossible  request.  She  would  have  known, 
too,  that  there  was  at  work  in  the  recesses  of  her  con- 
science a  desire  to  make  amends  to  a  man  whom,  as  she 
now  judged  her  conduct,  she  had  treated  with  folly  and 
injustice.  Sinclair  had  warned  her  that  she  would  be 
miserable  in  her  married  life  :  he  now  found  her  in  the 
climax  of  her  miseiy.  He  had  tried  his  best  to  save 
her,  had  passionately  implored  her  to  let  herseK  be 
saved.  She  had  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  warnings — 
the  silly  ear  of  inexperience  and  foolhardihood.  She 
had  rejected  his  offers  of  help  and  rushed  blindly  on 
her  fate.  She  had  trampled  on  his  proposal  with  the 
vehement  decisiveness  due  to  a  dishonour  and  a  crime. 

VOL.  II.  P 
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She  had  tried  to  forget  it,  to  forget  him,  to  banish  him 
and  his  unholy  suggestions  from  the  confines  of  her 
thoughts :  no  distant  outlying  region  of  her  mind  had 
been  allowed  to  harbour  a  thought  of  him.  And  now 
bitter  experience  had  taught  her  the  truth  in  a  way 
which  could  not  be  gainsaid.  Pride  whispered  a  moni- 
tion to  conceal  the  humiliating  reverse  of  all  her  hopes. 
But  pride,  though  a  powerful  factor  in  our  lives,  is  not 
always  pow^erful  enough  to  guide  them  wholly  as  it 
would.  Camilla's  pride,  at  any  rate,  was  hard  pressed 
by  stronger  impulses — her  truer  self — a  generous 
prompting  to  confess  her  mistake,  to  be  just  to  the  man 
whom  she  had  so  fatally  misjudged.  The  solitude  of 
her  position  was  becoming  too  much  for  her  to  bear.  She 
had  turned  away  in  horror  from  the  idea  of  sympathy ; 
but  she  found  now  that  she  was  longing  for  it  at  any 
price.  Her  trouble,  borne  alone,  was  crushing  her,  and 
the  possibility,  suddenly  disclosed,  of  sharing  it  promised 
a  sort  of  exquisite  relief. 

Sinclair,  thouo-h  too  wise  to  urQ-e  an  avowal,  seemed, 
with  a  fine  instinct,  to  read  her  thoughts.  He  was  a 
person  with  whom  it  was  in  vain  to  try  to  deceive,  even 
to  deceive  oneself.  His  profound  sincerity  forced  his 
companion  to  be  sincere.      '  Tell    me  about  yourself,' 
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he  said  ;  '  that  is  the  only  interesting  thing  to  talk 
about.' 

'  But,'  said  Camilla  with  a  laugh,  more  dreary  as  it 
seemed  to  her  companion  than  many  sighs,  'that  is 
Avhat  I  have  been  talking  about  to  myself  all  the  morning. 
I  do  not  find  it  edifying  or  interesting  at  all.  Your 
arrival,  I  hoped,  would  change  the  conversation.' 

There  is  probably  in  the  small  vicissitudes  of  human 
destiny  no  change  in  a  man's  lot  so  striking  as  when  he 
finds  hunself,  after  months  of  absence  or  enforced  silence, 
suddenly  in  the  presence  of  a  woman  whom  he  passion- 
ately loves,  alone  with  her,  and  enjoined  to  speak. 
Sinclair  had  ridden  up  the  mountain  that  morning  in  a 
more  than  ordinarily  gloomy  mood.  His  work-a-day 
theory  of  dogged  performance  of  duty  being  enough  for 
mortal  wants,  and  all  that  mortals  have  a  rioht  to  ask, 
had  completely  broken  down  imder  the  strain  of  enjoy- 
ments more  delightful  than  any  with  which  he  had 
reckoned,  and  wants  more  imperative  than  any  which 
he  had  till  now  experienced.  His  whole  view  of  things 
was  altered.  He  found  that  he  had  been  used  to  decry 
the  pleasant  side  of  life  simply  because  he  knew  not 
how  great  its  pleasures  were.  The  distant  and  occasional 
sight  of  Camilla  when  they  had  met  in  the  ordinary 
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intercourse  of  society  had  been  a  constant  incentive 
alike  to  his  passion  and  his  regret.  He  had  forced  both 
feelings  down  with  a  determined,  unsparing  hand ;  but 
he  had  vanquished  neither,  far  less  destroyed  it.  Both, 
rather,  had  gathered  secret  force  from  the  repression, 
and  they  were  now — he  had  been  mournfully  acknow- 
ledging to  himself  as,  through  the  long  solitary  hours, 
he  reviewed  the  position — his  masters.  Thus  it  was  that 
he  judged  human  conduct — the  forces  which  move  it, 
and  the  temptations  that  beset  it — with  a  far  different 
eye,  for  he  now  knew  how  tremendous  those  forces  are. 
He  realised  that  there  are  moral  conflicts  from  which, 
even  if  he  emerges  a  victor,  a  man  carries  away  with 
Mm  grievous  wounds  and  scars,  the  signs  of  what  the 
victory  has  cost  him.  Sinclair  had  now,  in  a  sense, 
conquered  himself;  but  the  conquest  had  turned  the 
world  into  a  desert  to  him ;  it  had  left  him  hopeless, 
joyless,  motiveless.  He  had  no  intention  of  succumbing ; 
but  he  understood  how  it  is  that  many  men  succumb. 
He  had  accepted  the  inevitable ;  but  he  had  accepted  it 
— as  the  typical  Mohammedan  bends  to  the  conqueror's 
yoke — with  silent  curses,  and  the  reservation,  all  the 
more  heartfelt  for  being  unexpressed,  that  rebellion  is 
lawful  the  first  moment  that  it  becomes  possible  to 
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rebel.  So  he  had  gone  on,  in  a  sort  of  dumb,  ainiless 
suffering;  a  previously  acquired  impetus  still  carried 
him  along ;  but  the  mainspring  of  his  existence  seemed 
broken — or,  rather,  it  was  unshipped  and  passive, 
though  as  strong  as  ever,  if  only  its  bearing  on  his  life 
should  be  restored.  And  now,  suddenly,  Camilla  had 
restored  it :  she  was  appealing  to  him  for  help  ;  she 
bade  him  forget  all  that  had  disturbed  their  relations ; 
she  asked  for  sympathy — for  confidential  intercourse. 
Sinclair  sat  for  an  instant  looking  at  her  in  silence. 
There  was  a  haggard,  hungry  look  in  his  eyes,  as  of 
a  thirsty  man  at  the  sight  of  the  stream  to  which 
he  may  not  put  his  famished  lips.  It  was  borne  in 
upon  Camilla  that,  heavy  as  was  her  load  of  trouble, 
there  was  some  one  in  the  world  more  wretched  than 
herself. 

While  he  hesitated,  Camilla  spoke  again  :  '  I  should 
like  very  much,'  she  said, '  to  hear  something  about  you. 
You  are  one  of  the  people  for  whom  I  have  great  hopes. 
I  have  a  conviction  that  you  will  do  something  with 
your  life — something  worth  doing.  It  is  a  rare  lot :  few 
people  try  for  it,  or  even  wish  for  it — do  they  ?  and  of 
those  who  wish,  how  few  achieve.' 

'  Acliieve  ? '  said  Sinclair,  with  bitterness  ;  '  it  sounds 
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ironical  to  human  destiny  to  use  such  a  word  about 
mankind.     Eespectable  endurance  is  its  highest  flight.' 

'  Well/  said  Camilla, '  there  are  worse  things  than  re- 
spectable endurance — are  there  not  ?  It  is  a  great  achieve- 
ment to  be  respectable.    But  what  has  brought  you  here  ?' 

'A  bad  business,'  said  Sinclair,  'I  am  afraid.  There 
has  been  some  horrid  company  floating,  with  all  its 
usual  abominations  about  a  gold-mine  at  MuddapoUium. 
The  bubble  has  burst ;  all  sorts  of  people  are  said  to 
be  implicated  ;  there  will  be  a  scandal,  and  I  am  one 
of  the  luckless  victims  wliom  Mr.  Chichele  has  selected 
to  have  the  pleasant  task  of  exploring  it.  Do  not  you 
pity  me  now  ? ' 

*  Implicated  ? '  said  Camilla,  starting  up  with  sudden 
interest  and  disregarding  the  latter  portion  of  her  com- 
panion's speech ;  '  please  tell  me  all  you  have  heard 
about  the  people.     Is  it  known  who  they  are  ? ' 

'  Not  in  the  least/  said  Sinclair.  '  All  that  is  believed 
about  it  is  that  some  influential  officials  have  been 
pulling  the  strings — managing  the  Eajah,  working  the 
Government,  and  so  forth — and  trafficking  in  shares, 
which  the  stockbrokers  at  home  have  been  playing  some 
nastv  oame  with.  What  a  business  for  a  oentleman  to 
have  to  soil  his  fino-ers  in  handlino;  1 ' 
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Camilla's  cup  of  misery  had  overflowed  ;  her  powers 
of  endurance  were  exhausted ;  her  vital  energies  seemed 
to  be  sinking ;  she  could  do,  she  could  endure  no  more. 
She  sat  there  cold,  white,  speechless.  Before  Sinclair's 
words  were  fully  spoken,  he  was  aware  that  he  had 
unwittingly  laid  his  finger  on  some  sensitive  nerve. 
'  You  must  help  me,'  was  all  that  Camilla  could  force 
herself  to  say.     '  You  must  save  him.' 

'  Help  you ! '  cried  Sinclair,  by  this  time  as  much 
alarmed  as  his  companion ;  '  you  know  that  I  would  die 
to  do  that ;  but  tell  me  what  you  mean.' 

'  I  mean/  said  Camilla,  whose  stoicism  had,  for 
the  moment,  completely  deserted  her,  'that  I  am 
the  most  unfortunate  woman  in  the  world,  and  the 
greatest  failure.  Everything  with  me  has  failed.  I 
had  an  intense  desire  to  make  my  life  something 
especially  good,  bright,  and  noble, — better  than  the 
common  lot.  The  common  ambitions  of  the  world 
would  not  satisfy  me.  I  longed  for  happiness,  and  I 
thought  that  I  had  found  it.  Xow  what  have  I  come 
to?  But  you  must  help  me.  You  must  help  my 
husband.  That  is  the  greatest  favour  you  could  show 
me.  I  know  you  are  a  friend,  and  I  appeal  to  your 
friendship.     Do  not  tliink  from  what  I  said  just  now 
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that  I  have  a  word  to  say  against  him ;  but  he  has  been 
unfortunate.  We  are  embarrassed,  as  I  daresay  you 
know.  Philip  takes  things  lightly,  and  slides  easily 
into  positions  which  may  be  easily  misunderstood  in  a 
bad  sense.  You  will  clear  it  all  up,  and  clear  him,  will 
you  not  ? ' 

'  Whatever  service  I  can  do,'  said  Sinclair,  '  is  yours 
already.  I  am  what  I  was  when  I  spoke  to  you  on 
board  ship.  My  feelings  are  unchanged.  I  care  not  for 
life  except  for  the  chance  of  serving  you.' 

'  But  I  must  tell  you  one  thing,'  said  Camilla  ;  '  you 
must  never  think  that  I  have  repented  of  my  answer  to 
you  or  doubted  that  I  was  right.  You  do  not  doubt  it 
— do  you  ? ' 

'  I  doubt  nothing  that  you  tell  me  to  believe,'  said 
Sinclair,  who  perhaps  cherished  privately  some  lingering 
scepticism  as  to  Philip's  merits  as  a  husband. 

'  I  have  had  great  happiness,'  said  Camilla  ;  '  I  have 
been  very  happy;  some  clouds  of  trouble  come  to  us  all. 
Did  I  say  that  I  was  unfortunate  ?  It  was  wrong  of 
me — ungrateful,  weak.  I  gave  him  my  heart;  it  is 
wholly  his.     His  troubles  are  mine.' 

Sinclair  never  forgot  that  scene,  as  Camilla  sat  look- 
ing blindly  across  the  valley,  her  eyes  full  of  tears,  but 
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with  heroism  in  her  face ;  the  exquisite  mountain  range 
opposite;  the  white  cascade  showing  like  a  spray  through 
the  still,  blue  atmosphere;  the  breeze  whispering  through 
the  pines;  the  children  shouting  to  the  cattle  on  the 
liillside.  Little  did  Camilla  guess  how  destiny  was,  at 
that  very  moment,  shaping  her  future  to  a  new  and 
unsuspected  phase. 

•'  Look,'  she  said,  as  a  horseman  came  galloping  over 
the  crest  of  a  neighbouring  hill ;  '  who  is  that  coming 
towards  the  camp  ?  Mr.  Chichele,  surely.  Go,  please, 
and  stop  him.  I  want  to  be  alone.  If  he  asks  for  me, 
tell  him  that  I  am  coming  in  directly.' 

Sinclair  w^ent  at  once  upon  his  mission,  and  awaited 
Ohichele's  arrival ;  but  the  message  was  not  destined  to 
be  delivered.  Ohichele's  horror-stricken  face,  as  he 
came  up,  forbade  a  word.  He  was  labouring  evidently 
under  some  tremendous  excitement.  As  he  dismounted 
Sinclair  could  see  that  his  hand  was  shaking ;  and  his 
voice,  broken  and  tremulous,  as  he  asked  where  Mrs. 
Ambrose  was,  showed  that  some  event  of  no  ordinary 
character  was  taxing  his  powers  of  self-restraint  to  the 
utmost.  He  went  away  to  her  at  once,  and  Sinclair  sat 
waiting  in  his  tent, — sick  at  heart  with  the  horrid 
expectancy  of  impending  disaster. 
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CHAP. 


Chichele's  appearance  and  manner  as  he  approached 
Camilla  announced  him  a  herald  of  misfortune  before  a 
word  was  sj)oken.  He  took  her  gently  by  the  hand ; 
but  seemed  as  if  he  could  not  force  himself  to  speak. 
There  was  a  moment — an  eternity — of  awful  suspense. 
Camilla  could  do  nothing  but  await  the  blow  that  she 
felt  certain  was  in  the  act  of  falling. 

'  You  are  a  brave  woman,'  Chichele  said  at  last ;  '  and 
it  needs  a  brave  man  to  do  what  I  have  to  do  now. 
Something  awful  has  happened.' 

Camilla  by  this  time  was  as  white  as  Chichele :  her 
heart  was  beating  so  violently  that  she  could  not  have 
sj)oken  if  she  wished  ;  but  she  had  no  word  to  say ;  she 
could  only  wait,  as  a  helpless  victim  looks  up  at  the 
comino-  blow.    At  last  it  fell.    '  There  has  been  a  terrible 

o 

accident — to  your  husband.'  Camilla  heard  no  more ; 
her  nerves,  long  overstrained,  gave  way ;  a  sudden 
darkness  had  gathered  round  her  ;  she  was  sinking — 
sinking ;  one  dreadful  cry  Sinclair  heard,  as  he  sat,  with 
beating  heart,  in  the  silence  of  his  tent.  Then  there 
was  a  sound  of  hurrying  feet,  and  in  another  moment  he 
was  helping  Chichele  to  carry  Camilla,  unconscious  and 
inanimate,  to  her  tent. 

Presently  Lady  Miranda  and  the  rest  arrived,  and  then 
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Sinclair  learnt  tlie  dreadful  story  whicli  ^Ir.  Cliieliele 
had  to  tell.  Ambrose  had  sjone  off  with  Mr.  Brownlow 
by  the  narrow  mountain  path  which  led  to  the  top  of 
the  gorge.  At  a  turning  of  the  road  they  had  come 
suddenly  on  some  forest-folk,  laden  with  huge  burthens 
of  timber,  resting  in  a  shady  recess  by  the  hillside.  One 
of  them  had  sprung  up,  as  Ambrose  turned  the  corner, 
and  had  dislodged  his  load  from  its  frail  balance.  It 
fell  with  a  crash  almost  at  Ambrose's  feet.  His  horse 
gave  a  start,  a  plunge,  and  sprang  across  the  path ;  there 
was  a  sudden  scramble  at  the  edge ;  a  wild  cry  as  the 
falling  man  saw  the  abyss  beneath  him.  All  had 
happened  too  quickly  for  Brownlow  to  observe,  far 
less  to  be  able  to  describe  it.  An  hour  later  they  had 
clambered  round  by  a  side  path,  and  found  the  dead 
man's  body  lying,  far  below,  with  his  horse  beside 
him. 

It  was  evident  that  both  must  have  been  killed  upon 
the  spot.  Philip's  face,  as  they  laid  him  that  evening 
in  his  tent,  showed  no  sign  of  violence.  Xever  had 
poor  Phil  Ambrose's  handsome  features  worn  a  gentler 
and  more  kindly  expression.  Meanwhile  kind  ISTature 
had  shrouded  Camilla  in  safe  oblivion  from  the  horrid 
shock.     Nor   was    it   for   many  days  that   she  learnt 
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the   details   of   the   tragedy   which   had   made   her   a 
widow. 

Camilla's  swoon  was  a  long  one.  When  she  recovered 
consciousness,  Miranda  was  bending  tenderly  over  her 
with  eyes  full  of  pity;  recollection  began  to  revive; 
she  felt  only  a  frightful  pang,  and  sank  again  into 
stupor. 


CHAPTEE    XXXYII 

IXYEXI   PORTUM 

'  Inveni  portuni,  Spes  ac  Fortuna,  valete, 
Sat  me  ludistis.' 

A  SKILFUL  analyst  of  human  emotion  has  observed  that 
the  rapidity  with  which  ideas  grow  old  in  our  memories 
is  in  nicely  adjusted  proportion  to  their  importance  to 
us.  '  Their  apparent  age,'  he  says,  'runs  up  miraculously, 
like  the  value  of  diamonds,  as  they  increase  in  magni- 
tude. A  s^reat  calamity,  for  instance,  is  as  old  as  the 
Trilobites  an  hour  after  it  has  happened.  It  stains 
backward  through  all  the  leaves  we  have  turned 
over  in  the  book  of  life,  before  its  blot  of  tears  or  of 
blood  is  dry  on  the  page  we  are  turning.  For  this  we 
seem  to  have  lived ;  it  was  foreshadowed  in  dreams  that 
we  leaped  out  of  in  the  cold  sweat  of  terror;  in  the 
dissolving  views  of  dark  day-visions  :  all  omens  pointed 
to  it :  all  paths  led  to  it.     After  the  tossing  self-forget- 
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fulness  of  the  lirst  sleep  that  follows  such  an  event,  it 
comes  upon  us  afresh  as  a  surprise  at  waking ;  in  a  few 
minutes  it  is  old  again — old  as  eternity.' 

So  Camilla  found  it  with  herself  when,  after  a  dark 
period  of  prostration  and  obliviousness,  body  and  mind 
began  to  rally  from  the  shock,  and  she  once  again 
became  sufficiently  mistress  of  herself  to  review  the 
events  of  her  life  wdth  something  more  than  the  dimly 
conscious  passivity  of  an  invalid.  She  had  regained 
her  composure,  her  fortitude,  the  proper  balance  of  a 
well-ordered  nature.  She  seemed  now  to  recognise  that 
the  tragedy  w^hich  had  just  befallen  her  had  existed  all 
along  in  the  predestined  chronicle  of  her  life.  It  was 
the  climax  of  her  life,  and  it  explained  it.  Eead  in  the 
light  of  it,  many  things  about  herself  were  clear  that 
Camilla  had  never  been  able  to  understand.  From  the 
first  it  had  been  there  ;  it  had  been  hourly  drawing 
nearer  and  nearer,  creeping  upon  her  while  she,  un- 
aware of  its  approach,  was  busy  with  dreams  of  joy — 
the  idle  dreams  of  childhood — inexperienced  in  the 
stern  realities  of  human  lot,  incredulous  of  disaster. 
The  golden  vision  had  faded, — faded  and  ended,  at  last, 
in  a  ghastly  awakening.  The  rosy  summer  sky  had 
cradled  the  comino-  thunderstorm,  whose  bolt  had  fallen 
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upon  her.  It  liad  dashed  her  scheme  of  life — her  pretty 
scheme,  rich  with  hope  aud  confidence,  embellished 
with  all  the  materials  of  enjoyment — to  atoms  ;  there 
was  nothing  but  a  blackened  ruin.  For  a  while  she  lay 
crushed  and  stunned  beneath  the  blow.  Her  task  was 
now  to  begin,  with  a  soberer  equanimity  than  hereto- 
fore, with  humble,  reverent  hands  to  build  afresh  a 
more  substantial  fabric  on  a  humbler  scheme. 

Carefully  tended  by  Lady  Miranda — tender,  faithful, 
and  sympathetic  nurse — Camilla  reached  England  and 
the  roof  where  henceforward  she  would  find  her  home. 
She  had  felt  a  strong  desire  to  go  to  her  father-in-law, 
and  Mr.  Ambrose  had  warmly  responded  to  the  wish. 
The  two  were,  in  fact,  longing  above  everything  to  be 
together.  Their  souls,  always  in  unison  of  taste  and 
feeling,  were  bound  now  by  the  bond  of  a  common 
sorrow,  of  which  none  but  themselves  knew  the  precise 
lineaments  or  had  tasted  the  full  bitterness.  Life  had 
been  to  each  a  disappointment,  and  the  disappointment 
of  both  had  centred  in  the  same  person  and  culminated 
in  the  same  event.  Their  hearts  were  aching  with  the 
same  pang,  and  each  found  in  the  other's  companionship 
the  best  solace  for  their  special  trouble.  Philip,  with 
all  his  shortcomings,  had  given  a  brightness  to  their 
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lives,  of  which  the  remembrance  was  very  dear  to  both. 
His  confidences  to  Lady  Miranda,  uttered  while  the 
hand  of  death  was  already  closing  upon  him,  were  a 
last  message  of  love,  repentance,  reconciliation.  They 
robbed  the  dreadful  story  of  a  part — the  cruellest  part 
— of  its  bitterness.  Father  and  wife  could  think  of  the 
lost  one  now  only  with  a  tender  regret — with  the  fond, 
faithful  love  which  blots  out  from  the  remembered  pic- 
ture of  the  past  all  that  the  loving  soul  would  wish  to 
have  away.  If  Philip  had  failed  sometimes,  how  much 
there  was  in  him  to  love ;  how  much  in  that  bright, 
joyous  nature — so  incapable  of  bitterness,  so  ready  to 
please  and  be  pleased,  so  quick  to  forgive,  so  in  love 
with  life  and  life's  pleasures — to  claim  a  lenient  judg- 
ment and  a  prompt  forgiveness.  Had  Camilla  always 
judged  leniently  and  forgiven  promptly  1  She  recalled 
with  an  aching  heart  some  cruel  speeches  she  had  made 
him,  some  harsh  judgments,  some  angry  moods.  After 
all,  life  would  be  a  sombre  affair  if  the  world  contained 
none  but  the  strong-minded,  the  unimpulsive,  the  firm 
of  purpose,  the  inflexible  of  will.  Anyhow,  feeble  or 
strong,  he  was  lovable ;  and  Camilla  knew  now,  only 
too  well,  how  dearly  she  had  loved  him. 

She  could  not  look  back  upon  her  married  life  with- 
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out  many  a  pang  of  self-reproach.  What  honest  mortal 
can  ?  As  for  Mr.  Ambrose,  Philip's  failings  were  his 
own.  He  read  in  each  but  the  natural  outcome  of  some 
infirmity  of  will  and  purpose  in  himself  But  neither 
Camilla  nor  her  father-in-law  were  in  the  mood  for 
weighing  merits  and  apportioning  blame.  The  past, 
with  its  hopes,  its  vain  attempts,  its  rash  ambitions,  its 
cruel  reverses — too  dear,  too  sacred  for  anything  but 
loving  retrospect, — lay  behind  them,  dimly  seen  through 
blinding  tears.  What  need  of  judgment,  for  one's  own 
heart  or  another's,  when  one  is  sure  of  love  in  both  ? 

It  was  midwinter,  and  the  snow  lay  tliick  on  the 
wide  Oxfordshire  pastures,  when  Camilla  reached  her 
home.  As  they  drove  along,  the  sound  of  village  bells 
came  to  them  through  the  still,  clear  air :  the  cottage 
windows  were  stuck  about  with  the  modest  honours  of 
Christmas-tide.  Everything  was  still  and  peaceful; 
and  Camilla  felt  a  solemn  sense  of  peace  come  over  her. 
Mr.  Ambrose's  gentle,  pathetic  au^ — the  same  that  had 
impressed  her  as  a  girl,  sadder  now  and  gentler  than 
ever — touched  a  responsive  chord  within  herself.  He 
had  grown  an  old  man  since  Camilla  saw  him  last — an 
old  man  and  with  a  broken  look,  as  if  the  burthen  of  life, 
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bear  it  as  patiently  as  one  might,  was  almost  too  heavy. 
He  took  her  hand  without  a  word  and  led  her  in  ;  he 
pressed  her  to  his  heart :  Camilla  found  herself  sobbing 
like  a  weary  child  that  has  crept  to  its  mother's  side  for 
aid  and  consolation.  She  was  weary  in  spirit  and  body, 
and  had  come,  shattered  and  tempest-tossed,  to  a  har- 
bour of  peace — to  '  silence  and  sacred  rest,  peace  and 
pure  joys ' — best  remedies  for  a  wounded  heart.  We 
will  leave  her  there,  nor  seek  to  disturb  that  sacrum 
silentium  by  prying  eye  or  officious  chronicle.  Let  us 
hope  that  those  good  medicaments  will  do  their  work 
and  give  her  back  to  peace,  serenity,  and  happiness 
— though  happiness  tempered  by  sad  recollections  and 
bounded  by  more  modest  hopes  than  heretofore  : 

*  Even  our  failures  are  a  prophecy, 
Even  our  yearnings  and  our  bitter  tears 
After  that  fair  and  true  we  cannot  gi'asp.' 


THE  END 
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